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AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. 
By SARA JEANNETTE DUNOAN. 


With 80 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


‘It is a book to be read—lively, shrewd, and humorous.’—Sr. JAMES’s GAZETTE. 


*“An American Girl” comes upon us with a delightful freshness. The writer, a 
clever young Canadian lady, possesses a keen sense of the humorous, a ready wit, anda 
yeady pen, and her descriptions have all the charms of actuality, accentuated by the 
power of recognising and reproducing the fun which underlies even the most solemn 
society functions. The book is one of great freshness and piquancy—one of the brightest 
books of the season.’—CourRT JOURNAL. 

“An American Girl” is quite the best book about London society, its manners and 
customs, that we have read. Lady Torquilin is a delightful and loveable old lady, and 
Miss Peter Corke is a very entertaining and witty individual. This is certainly a book 
to read.,—THE LApy, 

‘With admirable humour and archness “ The American Girl” relates all that befell her 
during herstay in London... . Lively, rattling, full of good spirits and good taste, there 
is not a dry page in the book. It is interspersed with abundance of illustrations, the 

_ humour of which adds distinctly to the zest of the text.—ScorrisH LEADER. 


‘A clever and lively book, showing that the writer retains the stock of spirits of which 
| she had such abundance when she made a “Social Departure,”.... The writer is 
_ a shrewd observer, and satirises, with much liveliness and considerable truth, Londoners 

and London ways.’—ATHEN UM. 

‘In “An American Girl” Miss Duncan makes fun, smartly, yet good-naturedly, of 
| English ways. Her clever sketch of what a Chicago girl thought and saw during a 
_ London season is distinctly amusing. She is very observant, and her descriptions are 
fair as well as lively; and there is a humour and freshness about her book that is 
entertaining and something more.’—ANTI-J ACOBIN. 


| aMiss Duncan’s book contains numerous good sketches of life in London, and, besides 


| bein distinctly fresh and lively in style, is adorned by some vivacious pictures.’ 
DAILY TELEGRAPH. 
‘One of the brightest books we have read for some time. The sketches are full of 
| ) amour, and it is a humour which has the very rare quality of being quite kindly. Miss 
~ancan’s portraits of typical English girls are quite wonderful in their accuracy. Tne 
| 0k is racy and entertaining from beginning to end”—WESTERN DAILY MERCURY. 
‘Remarkably entertaining, bright, and interesting.’—GLASGOW HERALD. 
<s¢ An American Girl” is full of humorous observation and pleasant fun. Miss Duncan 
is known to English readers as the author of the brightest, merriest book of travel that 
has appeared for many a long day. This book has the same constant flow of good spirits. 
Her observations upon the things, the persons, the manners, and, above all, the women 
she sees, are delightfully fresh, keen, instructive, and amusing. . . . This is admirably 
done, and the book ought to be read by everyone who can enjoy a good-humoured, 
satirical exposure of our peculiarities. —ScoTsMAN, 
‘It is not very often that a reviewer comes across so bright and charming a book as 
“An American Girl.” ... She records her observations with delightful humour, good 
temper, and perfect fairness. The characters are described with truth and clearness. 
It is a brilliant book, and deserves to be read widely. SPEAKER. 
‘The present volume displays Miss Duncan’s charming gifts perhaps to even more 
perfection than-.did “A Social Departure.” ... She must be congratulated on being 
fortunate in creating a volume which will add lustre to her name, while it will doubtless 
be very widely read on account of its humorous and taking qualities..—THmr WEEK. 
‘The book is very lightly and pleasantly written.’—GUARDIAN. 
‘The author of “ A Social Departure” is certainly to be congratulated on having 
\ritten another book quite equalling her first.... The story is as full of genuine 
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humour as her last, and it really is a pleasure to come across a book that is so brimful of 
sunshine, .. . “ An American Girl” is an exhilarating book, it is so entirely fresh and 
unconventional,’—W OMAN, 

‘The American Girl’s impressions of London and the people she met there are 
written with a graceful badinage and a genial satire which are very attractive. . .. The 
book is characterised by evidences of acute puwer of observation and by a bright, fresh, 
lively style’—VANITY FArr. 

*« An American Girl” is one long, sweet smile. It breaks into chuckles here and 
there ; it becomes the sardonic grin here and there; but in one form or another it is full 
of laughter, which does good to man’s soul, from beginning to end. Some of the 
illustrations are delightful. For her bright and charming book we are exceedingly 
grateful.’—GRANTA. 


A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: 


HOW ORTHODOCIA AND | WENT ROUND THE WORLD BY OURSELVES. 
By SARA JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 


With 112 Illustrations by F. H. TowNsEND. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 
7s. 6d. 


‘The reader who does not have “a good time” over *‘ A Social Departure” must have 
a blunted appreciation of fun and pluck. There is not a dull page in it... . Thestory 
is told with wonderful dash and cleverness, and the illustrations are as good as the 
text.’—SCOTSMAN. 


‘It is along time since anything so freshly and brightly written has come into our 
hands. ... An amazingly original book. ... It is not too much to say that there is not 
a single dull page in it. —WoRLD. 

‘A bright and pleasant book. ... We have not seen for a long time any sketches 
more truly artistic, more picturesque, more life-like, more delicately humorous, more 
full of touches and tones of beauty. ... The whole impresses the reader as a pleasant 
enterprise out of which has come a pleasant record.’—DaAILy NEWs. 


‘ Globe-trotting, undertaken in anovel manner, and with a cargo of excellent spirits, 
is the foundation on which rests the fascinating volume entitled ‘A Social Departure.” 
. « « The story is told in the raciest style, and possesses the sovereign recommendation 
of notincluding a dull page. . .. It is profusely illustrated.’—DAILY TELEGRAPH. 


‘The narrative of a real journey, as interesting and instructive as any we remember 
reading. ... It is impossible to read more than a page of the delightful book without 
coming upon something that calls up a broad smile, if not, indeed, a hearty laugh.’ 

GLASGOW HERALD. 

‘One of the brightest and most readable books of the season... . A thoroughly 
unconventional and delightful book.’--CouRT JOURNAL. 

‘This is about the most charming book of travels it has been our good fortune to 
come across.’ — PALL MALL GAZETTE. 

‘ The characters of the two girls are not only attractively drawn, but their individuality 
is well and carefully sustained ; the illustrations, which are for the most part very clever, 
skilfully bearing out the text.... There is a stream of fun running through the 
entire volume, rarely forced and often decidedly amusing.’-—ATHEN UM. 

‘The book is throughout one of the cleverest, and freshest, and funniest books of 
travel ever written. The key of humour is struck in Miss Duncan’s first page, and the 
fun never flags to the last. A book containing hundreds of such things needs no 
recommendation in the holiday season, or any other.’—ScorrisH LEADER. 

‘The book is fascinating from cover to cover. It reads like a fairy-tale, only the 
{airics are real and the story is true. —ATALANTA. 


London: CHATTO & WINDUS§, Piccadilly, W. 
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[{\HE worst of it was that we couldn’t make up our 

minds as to the best way to set about it, Hdna 
Devize and I. It was the last night of term, and 
we had been discussing Browning and a barge 
alternately over Miss Devize’s tea in her pretty 
room. We couldn’t get a chart of the canal with- 
out going to a specialist, that was one of the 
moment’s troubles. Another was that we hadn’t 
got a barge, and we wanted one. We wanted an 
empty barge that we could furnish our own way, 
and take anywhere we liked for a week of happy 
idleness. For Miss Devize had overworked herself, 
and I had nothing else to do. But we couldn’t get 
a chart, and we hadn’t got a barge. Canals aren’t 
recognised apparently as topographical at all, 

B 
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though Shakespeare lived by one, and George Lliot 
fished init. For it was Maggie Tulliver who was 
as responsible as anyone in the matter of this 
trip. 

And here I must explain that, being only a 
benighted Londoner, and without any ’Varsity 
career to correct my etymology, I had long since 
dubbed Edna Devize generically ‘ Girton,’ to that 
sweet girl graduate’s natural wrath. Girton, she 
said, was a collective title, and she wouldn’t be 
called a horde! Jidna then took the matter into 
her own hands at this juncture of affairs.. She sat 
down with a decided air, and we composed a note 
to Messrs. Corbett, of the London Salt Works. 
For, as everyone knows, Messrs. Corbett’s boats 
are some of the best of those which ply between 
London and Birmingham. It was a very charm- 
ing note! And in it we set forth our desires in 
the simplest terms, and asked if Messrs. Corbett 
would be kind enough to help us in any way they 
could. Messrs. Corbett’s preliminary cargo being 
salt would be a pleasant precedent to our occupa- 


tion, and full of fresh-scented reminiscences, we 
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thought. We awaited the result of this experiment 
with some anxiety. But there was no need, for 
Mr. Corbett responded to our letter in the kindest 
spirit and put a boat at our disposal for as long as 
we might wish. Not only this, but he sent down 
his special manager, who gave us fatherly advice 
about the passes we should need, because a laden 
barge may go where a pleasure skiff may not upon 
canals. 

Now, our original intention was to go we two 
alone. But when the manager’s last letter came 
to say the boat was really at the wharf at Padding- 
ton awaiting our instructions, we hurriedly decided 
to enlist The Crew. After all, a man is a sort of 
necessity when there’s carpentering to be done. 
The Crew was a property of mine, a soldier brother 
awaiting his commission—Mr. Talbot Bernard 
Grove, Gentleman Cadet. The Cadet was by no 
means overwhelmed at the prospect that we offered 
him. He even hinted, with some mathematical 
precision, that a houseboat on the Thames would 
be scarcely more expensive ‘by the time that we 


had done,’ and implied a preference. 
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‘Tf you like to leave it all to me V’ll arrange it 
for you,’ he said autocratically. 

Whereupon we explained to him that we in- 
tended to conduct this trip upon principles that 
were entirely original, and all we wanted was in 
reality a crew; we were very sorry that we could 
not offer him a captaincy, than which we could 
imagine nothing pleasanter. 

‘But you see how we are situated,’ Girton said. 

Well, the Cadet couldn’t have been pleasanter 
once he understood. It appeared that he con- 
sidered he was ‘booked to embark upon a herring 
boat going down Vesuvius,’ and we wanted no- 
thing more than the margin which that gave us— 
the metaphor was difficult, but the intention was 
amenable. 

‘You see, Girton said to him, ‘we want to 
make a fresh start, as 1t were, and get right away 
from the Conventionalised Idea.’ 

At this point there arose a question of a pro- 
perly descriptive term for an Unconventionalised 
Idea. Mr. Corbett had called it simply a Canal 
Boat, and the Cadet did battle for the word. 
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Girton said it was a Barge, ‘and if it’s nota Barge, 
I won’t play!’ she added. So we set off to Padding- 
ton to see. We found our craft lying at the whar! 
awaiting us, with a local carpenter standing in the 
well. 

He stood with unanticipative resignation, this 
old carpenter, as having consigned himself for 
the time being to the uttermost vagaries of two 
female Whims. Indeed, he was quite right, and 
we hadn’t made a ground-plan of what we wanted 
him to do. Though in this roomy emptiness there 
was scope for architects. The Cadet had sectional 
designs of cabins upon every cross-bar within reach 
of his gold pencil-case before we had realised that 
cabins had to be built if they were required. Rec- 
tilinear lines were the fashioning of life to the 
Cadet, he was drawn in them himself. 

‘What were it ye wanted done along o’ this?’ 
said the old carpenter, at last addressing him. 

But the Cadet politely indicated us, and went on 
with his rectilinear lines as if it was no concern of 
his. His attitude announced, ‘I am the cahin- 


boy.’ 
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‘Hr—do you think,’ said Girton, and she 
stopped to watch the laden horses coming up 
beyond the roofs on the other side of the canal to 
feed the iron shaft where the dust was falling. 

‘We want to start to-morrow-—do you think you 
can be done by then?’ Iasked him of the slow 
footrule, businesslike. 

‘Depends on what I be to do,’ quoth the old 
man, deliberately. 

The profundity of this, and an impassive 
receptiveness in the old man’s attitude that had no 
loophole of original suggestion in it, rather staggered 
me. Girton turned, glancing up and down the 
long empty barge with an air of mature considera- 
tion as if balancing the merits and demerits of the 
place. 

‘You see, there is lots of room,’ she said, as if 
stating a new problem, and the old man waited 
patiently, expectantly, with his footrule in his hand. 
The Cadet started on another beam in a mathe- 
matical cataract of horizontal bars. He was revel- 
ling in uprights and a quadrilateral perspective 


most unyielding of demeanour. 
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‘How mony square foot of boordin’’ull ye 
want ?’ demanded the old man. 

‘Don’t you think ’—Miss Devize was seized of 
a sudden inspiration, and spoke eagerly—‘ Don’t 
you think that there ought to be an awning in case 
the sun comes out.’ 

‘Then you won’t want no boords at all?’ 

‘What a very imperative race carpenters appear 
to be!’ remarked Girton to the distant horses; with 
a sort of abstract interest. 

‘And you will have to hang some fairy-lamps 
for us, in any case, you know, and arrange a 
Japanese umbrella,’ I added, carefully, for these 
little things make so much difference when you 
want to make a barge look picturesque. 

‘Yes, but ’ow about they boords ; boords takes 
_ such a deal 0’ choosin’, and I un’erstood as maybe 
ye’d want a goodish few.’ , 

‘See,’ said Girton, suddenly, ‘ if the Cadet goes 
on drawing on our bulwarks at this rate we shall 
be permanently frescoed with a Greek-patterned 
dado in a sectional desizn—and I don’t think we 


could stand it!’ Then, turning to the gentleman 
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in question, ‘I think the old man understands our 
wishes now; but perhaps you will be good enough 
to give him the benefit of your experience in carry- 
ing them out?’ she asked, in the sweetest way. 
And the old carpenter looked after her, as we went 
to make our purchases, with admiration somewhere 
in the tangle of his yellow beard that even the 
Cadet’s best diagram had been quite unable to elicit. 

Then began a pilerimage; alternately we bought 
and begged. Possessions grew around us in huge 
brown paper packages, and followed us in trucks 
through the plate-glass, polished doors of those 
London shops. Liberty curtains were the speciality 
of our furnishing. We bought them of every shade 
and size and texture. They were to be draped 
artistically evcrywhere—and certainly they did 
produce a very good effect when they were up. 
Then there were steamer chairs to get, and the 
table that we forgot and had to come back for, and 
lamps, and a tea set, and the tiny red mattresses 
that we couldn’t get minute enough, and groceries, 
the butter that got rancid, and the Bath Chap that 


haunted us like a greasy apparition afterwards. 
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There was a dear old lady in one shop, a cus- 
tomer, who having discovered we were by way of 
being nautical, followed us about with information 
and advice. 

‘Are you aware,’ she said, ‘ that to take cold on 
the water always means typhoid? Let me enjoin 
you to carry foot-warmers.’ 

In a few minutes she came up again. ‘ Be sure 
you don’t buy sulphur matches—they are so danger- 
ous; and if you are intending to take coal, I 
should advise ‘‘ burning bricks,” they’re so much 
more portable.’ 

At the moment we were choosing chair-backs, 
and did not quite see the connection. But in the 
travelling rug department she palpitated out a 


valuable hint. ‘It’s the little things that get for- 


bf 


gotten upon these occasions. Soap 
SO escape 
‘Yes, of course ; and mustard—you can always 
use it up in poultices; and then a pair of garden 
scissors might come in handily, you can never tell, 


and they would save the need of snuffers !’ 
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The Cadet must have waited a long time on the 
wharf at Paddington, when we did at last arrive 
prepared to start. 

His quadrilateral designs had certainly fulfilled 
themselves in a most natty way. The two tiny 
cabins looked like cherubs’ packing cases, one at 
either end of the long deep barge. We admired 
them enormously, and I think the Cadet did too, 
though he spoke of them with a fine nonchalance. 
Their roofs however seemed to us to be impres- 
sionistic rather, if a series of skeleton triangles 
can be called a roof at all. Add to this that the 
barge was full of shavings and the old carpenter 
was putting up a door, and the effect remains un- 
finished you will find. We stood in the middle of 
the boat surveying it, while our packages were 
strewed over the wharf in brown hillocks of a 
bursting bulkiness of outline. 

‘Exquisite and most administrative one!’ said I 
to Mr. Grove ; ‘it is charming, as you know; but has 
it ever occurred to you that we have come to start ? 

‘Impressionistic Queryist!’ he responded 


readily, ‘when and whether we can start at all 
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to-day entirely depends on Miss Devize’s influence 
with the carpenter. But, see, here is our own 
Bargee, doing tight-rope gymnasium apparently, 


and longing to salute you.’ 


‘MRS. BARGEB ’ 


At this moment of a first impression our own 
Bargee was perilously balanced on the narrow 
eangway running overhead, whence he shone down 


at us with a rubicund respect that might have 
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warmed a snowstorm. Our intrcduction to him 
was of necessity ephemeral, the impression still 
remains—gold nuggets do not tarnish in three 
weeks. And then Mrs. Bargee came to welcome 
us, beaming in her snowy sunbonnet from the open 
door of the little yellow cabin where she lived. 
She, in turn, indicated Eccles to us, a small vagrant 
factor of the trip at present indeterminate, playing 
hide-and-seek among our packages with the other 
children of Moore’s Wharf. 

Edna had just begun to ‘tidy up’ and was 
making hay among the shavings with a walking 
stick, luxuriously, while the Cadet was disentangling 
the table legs of their swathing of brown paper, 
when a sudden voice electrified us all. 

‘Well, young ladies! I have heard of you.’ 

It was Edna’s uncle, General Essington. But 
then General Hssington was everybody’s uncle, or 
godfather, or guardian. And he stood, framed by 
the narrow door of the salt shed wall, with a 
quizzical expression of disapprobation and aston- 
ishment in his martial attitude. But behind him 


lurked a porter staggering beneath innumerable 
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bundles of such festive possibilities as tended to 
belie their owner’s unappeasable severity. 

Oh, yes, he had heard of us. Our light was 
not under a bushel. We seemed to have been 
creating an alarming sensation in our respective 
families. And would we condescend to explain to 
him any trivial details of our present undertaking ? 
The smallest information would oblige. Mean- 
while, however, he had brought down certain 
luxuries to accelerate our start, and amongst other 
things he had thought it would be interesting to 
take the point of view. He was so fortunate as to 
possess a friend, an embryo R.A., whom, upon con- 
sideration, he would lend to us, provided we asked 
very prettily and could persuade the gentleman of 
the advantages of a canal as an artistic field. And 
somewhere from among the packages the embyro 
R.A. appeared. It is needless to go further. 
Knough to state that this embryo Barge Painter 
fulfilled the wildest dreams. Besides which, he 
could make hay with a walking-stick, even to rival 
Edna. 


‘Come and visit us before we’ve eaten all 


HAO XIMOIS CHINOd ZANUVA NMO BAO 


TWO GIRESION A BARGE 17 


the grapes,’ the crew called after this, its unex- 
pected Providence—a Providence endowed with a 
keen sense of the ridiculous—as the General took 
off his hat and disappeared into the darkening 
recesses of Moore’s Wharf; leaving a cartload of 
kindly luxuries, a very genuine sensation, and an 
embryo R.A. behind him on a barge. 

And our own Bargee punted slowly off with a 
long barbed pole, and the old carpenter’s good 
wishes, ‘ Pleasant journey to you, sir,’ floated out 
from the little door in the salt shed wall; and the 
brown canal flowed gently round four Water Babies 
eyeing each other with a certain curiosity as they 


drifted out of London silently. 
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CHAPTER II 


AST the salt sheds and the iron crane, where 

the heavy barges sank still lower in the water, 

slowly punted by a Bargee out into the sunset. So 
we started. 

And presently the boat diverged as if eager to 
be harnessed to the big horse that stood tall and 
brown among the children on the towing-path, 
where cockney fishers fished in shoals with the 
pertinacity of fishers, taking no refusal. Some- 
thing unusual was stirring. There was expectation 
in the little group upon the bank, and the small son 
of the barge, that mite of seven summers, sat astride 
the big brown horse as accredited possessor and 
showman of the novelty. The new hehts which 
this position threw on his horizon were by no 
means lost to Albert, who trailed the barge after 
him beside the towing-path with the air of bringing 


something of general interest. 


PNIVUILS SVM TVOSONOA PNIHLANOS 


Ss; ASS 
ST 


20 TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE 


‘Seems like a Teaparty !’ was the conclusion of 
the towing-path, summed up last by three on the 
Paddingtonian standpoint, formed by the flat top 
of one of the projecting cubes of that row of houses 
which keeps an eye on the canal as it goes out of 
London. 

‘Chance for a sketch,’ said a voice, an artistic 
voice, close by. ‘Three people in a barge, three 
figures on a wall; title ‘‘A Mutual Estimate.” 
Throw in the sun setting behind the trees on the 
island there, and you have—a canal effect.’ 

‘Metropolitan, but rather sweet,’ drawled the 
Cadet, with his elbows on the bulwark. 

We were all leaning on the bulwark in more or 
less receptive attitudes, waiting for ideas of barge 
life to come along the bank. For London had 
already closed into itself, and might have been a 
hundred years away. And other barges passed, 
with the flitting hedges and the moving banks, but 
they were only shadows that grew real in a brief 
‘Good-night’ to the helmsman aft, and dis- 
appeared, closing the darkness gently after them. 


‘Us, in generally, stops here ; leastways when 
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we’re going with the load.’ It was the Bargee’s 
face that shone over the bulwark with a tentative 
inquiry. ‘ Being Willesden, there’s stabling for the 
’orse, at least if yow think proper!’ The very facts 
themselves depended on our pleasure it appeared. 

‘Good idea. Let’s stop somewhere for the 
night!’ And it was delightful to tie up in the 
crowing darkness to the bank, and see Brown Dob 
led off to find his corn. 

There was still much to do before we could 
begin to take Barge life in earnest. ‘There were 
the curtains to hang, Liberty curtains that had 
taken a whole day to choose, and ‘dhurries’ to be 
draped over the fresh-scented pine of the little 
cabins; and Liberty again in innumerable hangings 
to be arranged all round the bulwarks gracefully. 
And it all was a speciality and to be approached in 
a proper spirit of due deference to the originators 
of a Barge Idea—and they took us and it quite 
seriously! Fancy taking people seriously on a 
barge ! 

Perhaps it was because the Artist’s shaded tie 


was so ceremoniously immaculate and that his 
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sketch-book was packed up in his Gladstone bag. 
Or, perhaps, the big cigar that the Cadet puffed 
solemnly engrossed too much of his attention. At 
any rate we began to feel that the masculine ele- 
ment had not yet assimilated with its new sur- 
roundings, and that the Liberty hangings were being 
draped under the blackness of the old tarpaulin 
almost too exactly as desired, and the ‘ dhurries ’ 
arranged esthetically on either crosswise beam, with 
a vagrant corner half suggesting, half concealing 
the provision hampers, became altogether too 
politely overpowering. And perhaps, it may have 
been Miss Groyve’s Cambridge theories of a mon- 
archy that were responsible for a slight straining of 
relations with the crew perceptible about this time. 

The last fold of the last ‘hanging’ strayed 
negligently beneath the Cadet’s too punctilious 
hammer, and he spoke collectedly and quietly, but 
he took the barge by storm. 

‘Now,’ he said, ‘you will excuse us, but we're 
going.’ It was a commonplace remark. 

We looked at the Cadet, with his broad 


shoulders and his polo cap askew,.and the eyeglass 
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that never tumbled out, and he was inscrutable. 
So we surveyed the artist, our ephemeral guest, 
and gleaned nothing but a polite concurrence in 
his general attitude. Could they do nothing 
further for us? asked these special sentries’ of a 
Barge. No, then Good-night and pleasant dreams. 
And they straightway disappeared, vid the cross- 
wise beam, and through a flap of the tarpaulin 
roof. .For when the roof was up the only other 
exit was through the rudder cabin aft where the 
GBargees lived. 

On board there fella silence. The possessors, 
left in possession, were assimilating their sensations. 

It was very quiet down there on the canal, 
despite the Willesden train that rattled by at 
intervals. The tarpaulin roof closed in the boat 
like the dense, black shadow of a starless sky. It 
might have been a subterranean cavern we were in, 
the cavern of some weird Sybarite fitted up for the 
luxurious leisure of Herculean strength. 

‘The Cadet,’ quoth Girton, reminiscently, ‘ did 
that rather well; it was quite diplomatic for a 


man, it was even dignified.’ 
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‘It’s easy to appreciate other people’s be- 
haviour, when you haven’t been to bla—I mean 
involved in any way.’ 

‘Well, we are both stranded on a barge in a canal 
at nine o’clock at night, whoever was involved,’ 
responded Girton, not reproachfully. ‘And there 
is not so much as a life-buoy between this and 
London, I suppose,’ she added, with the resig- 
nation of the recipient of unprovoked ill-luck. 

‘Do you really think they will go back to town 
to-night ?—not that it makes the slightest differ- 
ence,’ I added hastily. And small Albert, peeping 
round the cabin door before he was forcibly recalled 
and sent back to bed, seemed to find much to 
interest and instruct him in the appearance of two 
ladies talking science with serious demeanours in 
the deep well of a salt barge. 

But the curtain hangings swayed a little where 
the flap of the tarpaulin had been left uncorded, 
and the lamps nailed to the beams cast flickering 
shadows that fell in grotesque quivering contor- 
tions to the dhurrie on the floor, and it was very 


quiet down there on the canal. Even the little 


THEY DISAPPEARED 


THROUGH A TRAP 


N 


ARPAULI 


IN THE T 


ROOF 


26 TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE 


cabin aft was quite still and silent, for our Bargees 
went to bed at sundown, as everybody should, and 
there seemed to be only the tarpaulin between us 
and the night sky and the dark deep water under- 
neath. Suddenly, at the fore end, in the bows, 
there was a sound. It was a grating, furtive sort 
of sound, a scrabbling movement, as of contact. 
Heavy boots muffled clumsily, on the barge side, 
could it have been ? 

‘It’s—it must be something,’ murmured Girton, 
as we stared breathless into the tarpaulin shadows 
whence the ill-omened croak had come; and there 
was nothing but the pat-pat-pit-pat of quickened 
pulses to reward one’s listening. 

‘Shall we make a noise and frighten it ?’ she 
whispered, rigidly. 

— No; don’t frighten it; it—it might fall into 
the canal.’ 

_ ‘There’s your. Turkish dagger,’ tentatively. 
Edna always wore it thrust into her belt, and the 
blade was quite two inches long. 

‘It’s only the Bargee looking to the moor- 


ings.’ 
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‘The Bargee has been aslcep for the last two 
hours.’ 

‘ Perhaps it will go, anyway, if we kept still.’ 

Wherewith it came again. 

We rose simultaneously. 

Girton’s face showed white in the dim half- 
light, and the place seemed like a haunted 
cave. 

‘Unhitch the lamp,’ she whispered. ‘Gently, 
we don’t want to disturb it. I’m going to bed; 
you can stay here if you like!’ 

Now, our cabin being at the rudder end was 
the more removed from the Formlessness that 
scemed to have located itself on the forward ledge 
of the barge outside. With silent alacrity I 
unhitched the lamp and Edna laid her hand on 
the cabin door to open it. She did not turn the 
handle, because there wasn’t one; neither did she 
lift the latch. The only fastening that this door 
had was a small wooden bolt inside, and—the door 
did not respond, it would not open, it remained a 
door, and shut. We looked each other blankly in 


the face as the sound came again. Jt was coming 
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through. Tidna stood silhouetted in the semi-twi- 
light of the flickering lamp beside the cabin door. 
‘Don’t clutch,’ she said, ‘and hold that lamp 
straight for half a minute if you can; I’m going to 
say something. Next time we go bargeeing— 
make a note of it—extra supples of nerves will 
considerably oblige; under present quantities we 
are not outfitted for so much incident.’ She spoke 
in a sibilant whisper, and the loose flap over- 
head rolled slowly back upon itself, and in the 
sudden draught the lamp elimmered and went 
out. 

‘Hullo! what, are you up still, and in the 
dark?’ It was our crew, those invaluable boys, 
who had thought bettcr of it, and returned with a 
loyalty worthy of Bargees. 

They came, primed with meteorological apologies 
of an amiable, if evanescent sort, and broke the 
trance of silence that the barge had undergone. 

‘It was as dark as a wolf’s mouth outside,’ 
they said, and they had had trouble in finding the 
canal at all. 


‘Had to climb a finger-post, and light a lucifer 
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to read it, at a place where four roads met just 
this side of Willesden. Thought you would have 
gone to bed, and we’d be bolted out.’ 

‘You are not, but we are,’ we responded, 
breezily. ‘We have been wanting you. Albert 
was round here earlier, and must have slipped the 
bolt; the door won’t open any way.’ We did not 
breathe a word about the sound; we would have 
rather died. 


Well, then, they must force the door. There 


was nothing easier, but 

‘Hullo—what’s that?’ said the Cadet, with a 
startled air. 

What was it? The sound, scraping in the 
bows again. 

‘That noise came before,’ I said unconcernedly. 

‘Here, I say, who is there? What are you 
doing ? Who the dickens are vou?’ The Cadet 
had a good deep pair of lungs and did not mind 
using them. 

‘All right, me son,’ replied a gruff, hearty, 
wholesome voice from the far end outside. ‘Us is 


only mooring up alongside you, and it’s most too 
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dark to see the tackling lines; but us’ull not 
disturb ye.’ <<. 

‘On the whole it is more satisfactory to have a 
man on board a vessel of this sort,’ said Edna as 
she turned out the light, ‘and I’m glad they didn’t 


go back to London !’ 
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CHAPTER UI 


HE light was com- 
ing into the pine 
cabin in red 
streaks where 
the boards joined 
with a scent 
of resin and fir 
woods. It had 
rained, battering 
the old tarpaulin 
in the — night 


with impotent in- 


sistency, and yet 
there were pinholes all over it, tiny inquisitive specks 
that each had a different expression of sun- 
lighted impertinence. Everything in this im- 


promptu shanty had taken tone to match the 
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chinks, and everything was curiously picturesque. 
It had been picturesque to go to sleep wrapped up 
in a striped blanket on a dreaming barge, having 
first discoursed all ordinary common-sense into 
minutely ragged tassels. And I suppose that it was 
picturesque as the grey dawn was creeping up with 
a cold shiver over the canal that a muffled ghost 
should steal out silently and carry off the rugs and 
covers from the steamer chairs to supplement the 
blanket. It, perhaps, was picturesque, as two 
poor chilly ghosts were rejoicing in gradually 
returning warmth, and the sense of magnanimity 
that returning warmth ensures, that sudden 
midnight fowls should have attempted to dispel 
them before day broke—as ghosts of rank expect. 
Shrill exultations all round the horizon threatened 
us, screaming out uncouth warnings, and clamour- 
ing for our departure to the shades of Dis. And 
all the time these very cocks were misinformed on 
every Cochin China legend of their ancestors, for 
To-Day still hung shrouded in the veil of Yesterday, 
and, wrapped in its first soft misty sleep, did not 


intend to stir for any barnyard cock. But this was 
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such an unexpected form of canal vicissitude, it is 
hardly to be wondered that we did not go. 

A tiny dimple twinkled 
about Edna’s mouth as she 
watched the red chinks and | 
the sun-motes coming i 
through the roof, while 
overhead along the narrow | 
gangway came a sound of 
trampling and the lazy stir 
of the morning waking up. 
The sister barge that had ® 
moored alongside in the 


darkness was bestirring 
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itself too. It sent long 
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ripples lapping as it crossed 
our bows, and the Bargee 
exchanged the time and 
weather with the old fidelity 
of custom, as it passed on 
WithutelondaeThesBarces "i SARgEE'S. VisimoR 


was taking off the awning, and standing just above, 


one could not help hearing what he said. It 
D 
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was a subdued conversation and touched intimate 
concerns. I have no business to retail it. 

‘What’s a’boord then, sonny ?’ 

‘Pleasure boat, me son.’ 

‘Onlikely cargo that.’ 

‘Never seen the like this way afore and I’ve 
been eight and thirty year going up and down. 
Sleeps, why ’ud sleep till swren 0’ the morning.’ 

‘Edna,’ I said suddenly, ‘ it’s nigh on six by the 
very latest dandelion clocks. Do you want to 
sleep till swren 0’ the morning ?’ 

Next, if was the Cadet outside forecasting 
breakfast with a certain hunger to the prophet on 
the roof. ‘By the bye, if we were to keep a pig to 
run along the towing-path, could Mrs. Bargee 
cook him, do you think ?’ 

‘ Law bless ye, sir, why she could cook anythink ; 
her hasn’t got a equal, not my missus!’ 

And yet another unseen voice from some more 
distant region and a lengthy consultation in a 
monotone. Only scraps and fragments float in 
through the chinks. There has been a serious 


oversight, and the fragments grow gloomily des- 
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pondent and call in the Bargee. There ig no 


‘mirror’ to be found. They seek for substitutes; 
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WHY, UD SLEEP TILL SUVEN 0’ THE MORNING ? 


‘SLEEPS ! 


but the cut glass of the sherbet tumbler refracts in 
a way that has been unknown to science until now. 
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Kiven the Bargee is hopelessly nonplused, for he 
only shaves, it appears, in answer to inquiries, 
when he goes ‘on the purposely’ to the nearest 
LOW, eae 

Breakfast in the middle of the barge might 
have served as an epitome of character for Mr. 
James, had he wished to study an illogical quartet. 

Mrs. Bargee ‘mashed’ our tea, and she made 
it very good. To mash your tea is colloquial canal. 
We hadn’t got a fire so we couldn’t mash our own, 
but we bought a spirit-lamp at Rickmansworth, 
price one shilling, with a tin saucepan all attached 
for the special purpose, and the first time we used 
it it blew up. At least, it made such a conflagra- 
tion as to discourage further efforts, so Mrs. Bargee 
mashed our tea, while he of artistic tendencies 
foraged for the milk, which presently arrived, 
in a paper bag and dripping at all the corners. 
Unluckily, the principal commodity that there 
was on board seemed just then to be sweet bis- 
cuits and Bath Chap. However, Mrs. Bargee lent 
us a great liberal cottage loaf, the consumption 


of which was considerably interrupted by the 
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necessity we found not to miss the view. In this 
matter of provisions, we got them whenever we 
were hungry, and that usually chanced in some 
particularly lonely spot. That day, for breakfast I 
remember, there wasn’t any sugar, but, then, the un- 
expected mushrooms! The Cadet’s face was falling 
rather as he chivvied the air bubbles in the table- 
cloth with his hands full of spoons—he possessed a 
‘club,’ you know, in the ordinary process of events 
—-when Edna appeared upon the bank requesting 
to be taken in with a great bowl of them. Aisthe- 
tically creamy terra-cotta tinted things that we 
could all appreciate. She had got them in a daisy 
field and the dew was on them still. 

But it was the solitary farms that stood back 
in their unkempt clover fields with their red poppies 
nodding on the breezy uplands that really fascinated 
us. We rifled their hen roosts—carrying off the 
new-laid eggs perilously in blazer pockets, where 
they hob-a-nobbed with Indian ink and dainty 
tubes of paint, while the ample mistress of farm 
produce, in her sun-bonnet and bib, looked on and 


cautioned recklessness with the concern of thrift. 
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Simple, fresh-complexioned people! Owners of 
wide barley fields and rickety old barns and sweet 
hay-scented byres, it was no wonder Girton sud- 
denly discovered she had a genius for country life! 
For, once past .the boundary of metropolitan 
indifference, with its puny self-centreing of all 
interest and concern, and out among the Bargee 
people on the brown canal, you come to a strong, 
independent mould of thinking that does not 
reason cavilling as we others do. Bargees are not 
affected by half the trifles that make such a 
clattering of tin patty-pans beyond the towing- 
path. In the first place, they have no land taxes, 
and that is something, anyway! And Mrs. 
Sunbonneted Farmmistress who lives by the canal, 
with her roomy chimney corner, and her apple 
orchard, and her yellow butter, and wide, flat bowls 
of milk, would no more let you go away without 
testing her abundance than she could deprive 
herself of the pleasure of her own broad smile as 
the Cadet informs her, standing in her dairy 
drinking it, that cream is his only weakness, and— 


sadly—we have no accommodation for a cow. 
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It was a haleyon way of taking life. 

Our ‘usually’ attitude, as the Bargee would 
say, was an extreme content with idleness. Idleness 
in action, idleness at leisure. There was small 
apparent difference. Idleness in action perhaps 
may indicate the artist sketching, which was the 
very luxury of idleness. His drawing-boards and 
pencils strewed the narrow gangway with that air 
of negligence peculiar to artistic properties, and his 
feet dangled blissfully. He never made bad shots 
or began again. When he felt like it he sketched, 
and the sketch grew of itself. When he didn’t feel 
like it he didn’t sketch. Generally Mrs. Bargee 
steered, sometimes the Cadet. That was very idle; 
and we bumped against the bank. In fact, the 
only people who were really busy were Edna and 
myself, sitting on the yellow cabin watching Dob. 
I don’t know why we called him Dob—his name 
was Tom; and he was known to the Bargees 
simply as ‘ the ’orse.’ Perhaps it was that Eccles 
said he ‘waddled more than the old mare.’ But 
that hardly seems a reason. Mrs. Bargee reproved 


Eecles when he said it; she told him not to be 


RB 


IDLENESS IN ACTION 
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‘ondacent’—I should not have repeated it, 
perhaps. 

So we left Uxbridge far behind, with its funny 
little streets and utterly uncomprehending air. It 
seemed to be holding on to a ragged corner of 
Nurse London’s city cloak, and sucking a chubby 
sun-tanned finger, as if it didn’t quite know what 
to make of all the baby brick-kilns standing round 
about it so perplexingly. And dawdling through 
the morning, we came after a long while to 
Rickmansworth. Another of those funny little 
centres, blistered, overgrown, and under-populated, 
that have been silted up high and dry between the 
railway and canal. Rickmansworth, however, has 
two stations, and you see its name on Great 
Western notice-boards. That was quite ridiculous, 
and the brown tracks flowed off on either side; one 
to nobody knows where, the other to everybody 
knows what sordid destination. But neither 
stayed a moment, needlessly, for fear of being 
overtaken of that continual procrastination winding 
in and out and round the little stranded centre, 


like the tangles of a first offence. 
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Here we shopped extensively. We bought 
provisions and a mirror, and a spirit-lamp and a 
pair of canvas shoes. Rather, we did not buy the 
shoes, for the Rickmansworthian foot seems of an 
excessive and unyielding similarity, and Mr. Squif 
entirely refused to cultivate a foot to fit the size. 
We, in turn, refused to have the mirror laid to a 
purely frivolous account in the Rickmansworthian 
estimate of womankind, and stopped outside an 
advanced tobacconist’s—the only emporium for 
such articles of bijouterie in Rickmansworth—with 
a deprecatory unconsciousness of attitude. 

About provisions, we didn’t know precisely how 
much one could eat on board a barge, neither did 
we wish to appear ridiculously ignorant. So we 
told the little lady of the bread and butter shop to 
give us enough bread for four. She looked 
gravely out of her blue eyes and asked how many 
loaves we would like to take. We deliberated 
carefully. If you cut a two pound loaf into equal 
junks each junk would not be so very small; 
but then it wouldn’t do not to have enough, con- 


sideringly. On the other hand we would on no 
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account anticipate our wants, we would provide 
only for immediate need. But—for one may as 
well confess it first as last—though we ate, and 
ate, and ate that bread for days, and Hccles helped 
usall he could, it got staler, staler, and more stale, 
till we thought it never would be done. The milk 
and butter quantities were very puzzling, too. 
‘Half a pound?’ inquired she of the china eyes. 
‘Do you think that would be very much ? ’—Edna 
consulted her, suggestively. ‘Two and three,’ said 
she, with such complete irrelevance as seemed 
astonishing. Edna thought we should take a pound 
to be on the safe side—and would she kindly show 
us how much half a pint of milk would look ? 

We bought the most applicable little red stone 
jug to take the milk away in, and divided the 
loaves and butter and the buns into equitavle 
portions that we carried with some pride. But 
it was very odd how Rickmansworth insisted, in 
the person of every worthy citizen we met, in 
regarding us as the wandering fractions of some 


harmless sort of joke. 
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CHAPTER IV 


\ Ei found our canal lingering lovingly through 
Lady Keppel’s park the third morning of our 
wanderings; and there we lingered too, where the 
big trees come up to the water’s edge and dip their 
branches in, telling all the secrets that they know. 
It was pleasant idling through the shadows and 
among the ‘applepie,’ that half-submerged fringe 
to the meadow mantle. And the soft green light 
that came down into the water showed tiny brown 
minnows lurking and glinted with a sudden flash 
on their red fins, scattering in dismay as our dark 
reflection fell on them. The Cadet could not 
refrain from the expression of a sentiment. 
‘ After all,’ he said, ‘it seems to me there is a 
modicum of bliss in this sort of thing, if you sct 
your mind to it.’ 


We had come to Lady Keppel’s acres through 
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‘a many’ locks. First a pound and then a lock, a 
lock and then a pound—‘ pound’ being a canal 
definition of the level reaches that lie between the 


locks—and we had begun to feel like some sort of 
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accomplices in a very old book of the Arabian 
Nights. For these locks were, many of them, 
quaintly picturesque, with the quaintness that 
arises from an undisturbed possession of them- 


selves. The lock-house never interferes. It standg 
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back into the scenery, and the flickering shadows 
of the damson orchards that have crept up from 
behind play hide-and-seek with it continually. 
The lock is merely a sort of fallow source of 
revenue that concerns nobody but us and the 
Bargee. We never saw a lock-keeper in that 
capacity, from the first gate to the last that we 
went through. But his house is overgrown with 
clematis and climbing pear, and he sits on the low 
sunny wall in front of it in a wide planter’s hat, 
doing nothing all day long. Ile looks very happy 
and contented doing it, and the Bargee sturdily 
toiling at his windlass tells us that his ambiticn too 
is to own a lock. We agree with him that it is 
pleasant labour and not difficult. But we, by pre- 
ference, would choose a lock that has a disused lobe, 
a sedge garden, sleeping by it. The one with the 
old ferry boat that lics all water-logeed. and grass- 
grown in the quiescence of decay. 

Apart from a proprietorship, however, there 
are disadvantages about a lock. We smashed 
nearly all our remaining crockery in one. But 


then our cups and saucers came to gricf on every 
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possible occasion. There seemed a sort of fate 
about it. Nearly every time Mr. Squif or the Cadet 
descended with any violence from the cabin roof to 
the crosswise beam, an array of ‘crocks’ would 
inevitably have been just balanced there. And 
this, in conjunction with a further career of having 
boiling afternoon tea on a most unsteady table dur- 
ing the processes of locks, had left us with a 
minimum of crockery that necessitated drinking 
it in tumblers, and decided us that on the whole it 
was considerably safer to begin with those upon 
the floor. It was the Cadet who finally insisted 
on this lowly situation. For in the excitement of 
the moment of a bump one instinctively held on 
to what came handiest, and the Cadet unfortunately 
had just held on to the red end of his cigar instead 
of the damp and luscious one as he grasped at the 
spirit-kettle—which had been nearest him. 

And we, lingering, floated away from Lady 
Keppel’s park and through the wooded country that 
lay on its other side, and under dainty little bridges 
through which our canal wound on. These little 


round stone bridges, where Eccles halloed and 
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chanted to make the echoes answer him, were our 
Academician’s happiness and pain. He despaired 
for them. They were such self-conscious pictures ; 
they even framed themselves—in smooth dark 
reflections that semicircled underneath till it wag 
hard to say where the reality began and the shadow 


ended. And sometimes a medieval barge would 


shelter in their shadow—the ‘Shannon’ or the 
‘March,’ full of yellow bricks or dusky tiles, 
watched over by some old sunburned bargee as 
taciturn as they. 

These other barges that we passed filled us with 
admiration for our small boy, Eccles, and with 
emulation of the canal dwellers themselves. In the 
first place, passing by at all scemed an inextricable 
proceeding when the relative towing lines had once 
got into an X, fastened at every end by either a 
Dobbin or a barge. Until, exactly in the nick of 
time, Dob and Albert would slack their line into 
the water, while the other barge passed over it, and 
the other horse stepped gingerly acrogs it, and we 
each passed on as though this thing had never 


been. 
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As to the emulation they aroused, one barge in 
particular struck this note in us as we crossed lines 
with it. It was being drawn by a gipsy gurl. 
Rather, a bargee girl with a gipsy face, and a red 
kerchief on her head, and whose brown donkey 
browsed along beside her like a patient Familiar 
waiting for his turn. It had a Neapolitan effect 
that we envied her. In fact, we attempted it our- 
selves, but our disadvantages outbalanced the effect. 
For the dear Bargee was quite distressed, and our 
Crew would offer foolish help as it smoked its 
cigarettes in two supercilious little spiral wreaths 
of blissful satire. And then Dob wouldn’t follow 
us, he only stood regarding the performance with 
a quite peculiar expression, half resentfully. .. . 

I am sorry to accuse him of it, but 1 am afraid 
there are no extenuating cireumstances—the Cadet 
was mathematical. It was borne in on us persis- 
tently, and yet was a continual surprise on this 
vessel of illogical development. Tis interest in 
locks was a most suspicious circumstance ; it had 
no connection with the dusky tints of the old stones 


and the subdued tone of the mosses. His analysis 
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chantcd to concerned itself with the weight of cubic 
feet of water and the immutable laws of leverage. 
I am afraid there is no possibility of screening Talbot 
from the inevitable deduction—he was not illogical. 
He erew restless when one talked of mosses, or Mr. 
Squif and Edna began discussing Art. He inspired 
the beholder with a sceret horrible conviction that 
he comprehended vulgar fractions, and that he 
would even wish to be conversant with the rule of 
three whenever the National Gallery was mentioned 
or the Salon seemed impending. For Mr. Squif 
and Edna talked a good deal of Art. They raved 
of colour and of colourists from Whistler and Duran 
to Titian; they ranged the painter’s globe discours- 
ing—what I cannot tell; but that boldly dominat- 
ing whole designs, and which was broad, or chic, or 
fine, as enthusiasm scemced to prompt... . 

Mr. Squif was sketching as we crept on our 
noiseless errand under the overhanging boughs in 
Lady Keppel’s park, idly toying with the balances 
of happiness in our accustomed attitudes. And 
already Velasquez had begun to charge the conver- 
sational atmosphere, with the usual result. The 


yy 
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Cadet became inscrutable—he always did on these 
occasions. He retired, as it were, behind his eye- 
glass. This eyeglass might at times have been a 
crystal shutter through which he himself could see, 
yet nobody outside see him. The Cadet interested 
Edna. His polo cap was striped of such decisive 
colours, red and white, and he wore it always the 
same way, a measured inch over his left eye. All 
his possessions were immaculate, and the eyeglass 
never tumbled out. He always acted as she knew 
he would, and yet he was a continual surprise. 
Talbot’s information, also, was always ready 
and to hand. Just then he began exhaustively to 
explain to me the whole construction and theory of 
a lock, and I found it most instructive. The lock 
par exemple of the moment had two miniature 
swimming baths attached, and the Cadet knew why 
the water bubbled up in one and boiled down in the 
other with no apparent sequence of results. He 
told me how it is that only half the water is wasted 
every time a boat goes through a lock instead of 
all of it—and I didn’t understand. It appeared to 


me unnatural that in a course of ycars the canal 
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did not run dry since it was not circular, and the 
locks all ran out towards the same direction. The 
Cadet was not explicit on the point. He suddenly 
remembered he ought to write a letter. Then Edna 
turned to remonstrate. Here had we broken with 
the Nineteenth Century—the Bargee might have 
been Gabriel himself come down to rescue us— 
what had we to do with wandering letter boys or 
weekly newspapers? We knew no such innova- 
tions. We would not be linked to them by so much 
as a perforated change of postage stamps. But as 
he persisted, we fell to wondering vaguely what he 
would do with his epistle when he had finished it, 
and watched him unhitch his pencil from his chain 
with a curious sense of interest. 

‘By the bye,’ said he, ‘I suppose this craft hag 
got a name?’ And he poised his pencil on his 
finger like a little gold exclamation mark. 

Edna looked at me and her eyes laughed 
naughtily, for this was a subject we had carefully 
avoided. 

‘It is a barge,’ she said; ‘what would you 


have more ?’ 
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‘I believe the name,’ our artist murmured, 
putting in the tassel of her cap abstractedly, ‘18 
very nearly painted out.’ 

Whereupon the Cadet consulted Mrs. Bargee at 
the tiller with some determination, for there are 
things one must not trifle with even ona barge, 
and Fact is one of them. From our al fresco draw- 
ing-room the Cadet only had to crane his neck and 
speak a little louder to get Mrs. Bargee’s smiling 
sun-bonnet to an answering focus from her post 
beside the tiller. 

We consulted Mrs. Bargee ‘on every possible 
occasion. She couldn’t tell us much of the villages 
we passed, and neither she nor the Bargee knew 
anything of those that stood even a stone’s throw 
inland, but she gave us a great deal of extraneous 
information. She didn’t ‘skamble,’ ever ; when 
her day’s work was done she got the Bargee’s 
supper and taught Albert his lettering. She never 
troubled about the places that they passed, ’cept to 
eet her bit of marketing, and that was always the 
same road. Once she went a journey, it was when 


they took the boat to Oxford. ‘It’s what us calls a 


BARGEE 


MRS. 
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river there,’ you understand. But she never 
wanted to go that way no more, there was very 
dang’rous places in what us calls a_ river, 
and she was skeered to death for fear Eccles 
should fall in—‘ King Eecles us calls him—me 
little soon, you know. Dookie, what are you about ? 
Ah! ye naughty boy, why can’t ye let it be?’ 
The day the message came from Mr. Corbett that 
they was to be ready to let us have the boat, first 
Mr. Fox, he sent for the Bargec, and they couldn’t 
think what they could have done. They thought 
‘twas something dreadful was the matter, that they 
did. But they never seen such a turn-out not in 
this canal afore as ‘we is now.’ She'd a little gurl 
—talk about a pretty little gurl.!—and she was at 
school down along the Wall Docks, but when she 
heard about this job she did wish as she could 
come. ... No, she didn’t know much about the 
places on the bank, but she daresay Dad would 
know.’ And a shrill scream of, ‘Dad, they wants 
to know!’ was a signal that always brought 
the Bargee, radiant, and primed with tangled 


information, from his pacing after Dob along 
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the towing-path. And as we tell him what it is we 
want to know, his face is like the opening of a 
water-gate when the canal first begins to drip in 
gently at the chinks. That was Girton’s simile— 
it is pretty, isn’t it ? 

‘Mrs. Bargee, what is our canal boat’s name ?’ 
inquired the Cadet, in a suave tone of partnership 
that became him very well. If the Cadet had 
said ‘barge’ and not ‘canal boat,’ Mrs. Bargee’s 
feelings would have suffered an indignity. As it 
was she paused, looking at him dubiously. ‘And 
you been all this time and not know that,’ she said. 
‘Why us be the “ Industrious’’ of course.’ 

Again we felt obliged to remonstrate with the 
Cadet. He should not, at least, present us to 
the Nineteenth Century in a pseudo-halo that we 
could by no possibility retain. If he insisted on a 
definite delineation and address, he, at any rate, 
must not reflect upon the divination of the Muse 
who selected us and it. And a heavy lock gate 
swinging to behind us, the barge heaved gently 
upward in its untrammelled course, knocking, 


rocking, unhampered, unrestrained, as the kelpies 
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rushed and tumbled where the water was at 
play. 

‘In a lock?’ —wrote Talbot, reading his 
address. ‘Is that too definite ?—“ A barge.” “Three 
days out of London.” “Time, date, and century 
lost or problematical.” «Fingland.”’ If anyone 
had got a compass he could give it more exactly, 
he parenthesized regretfully. For the tiny thing 
inside his watch had not been corrected by a 
magnetic variation, and might not be accurate, and 
‘t the Cadet could not be immaculate he would not 
be at all. So Mr. Squif made a picture of his 
present habitation under the address, to elucidate 
the matter. ... 

Then we had to look for a pillar-box to post the 
letter in. But we did not find even the illusion of 
a postman’s knock among the ‘old man’s beard’ 
and bryony and the trailing sweetness of those 
country lanes. After all, the Nineteenth Century 
was so far off and so very long ago it really didn’t 
matter, and we fell to playing ‘ soldiers’ with wiry 
plantain stalks, till a small boy, a very small boy, 


who might have just come out of a Kate Green- 
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away canvas, pointing with a grubby, unsophisti- 
cated forefinger, told us King’s Langley was up 
there. Up there we went; it was a long, straight 
road with wide grass on either side, and it proved 
the boy wa3 right—at least, if you may believe a 
finger-post that bore also this inscription, ‘ London, 
eighteen miles.’ ighteen miles! After travelling 
for three days in all the simple artlessness of 
complete rusticity. Thus is the modern letter 
vilified. 

But fate having brought us to King’s Langley, 
the city of a Liliputian street, we paid the homage 
due at the shrine of local precedent. The dapper 
little hostelry that stands by an iconoclastic finger- 
post to console the disillusionised wayfarer opened 
hospitable doors to us through a tiny green 
verandah, and we were consoled—with mutton and 
green beans. Ifadame—when mutton belongs to a 
past century and green beans are a hallucination of 
it too, one does not forget these things so easily. 
Neither is it permitted every day to dine at noon 
in a tiny parlour, with its window darkened by 


geraniums, and where an amiably fantastic person 
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in a lace collar and dress-coat pirouettes in a post 
of honour on the wall. And let me tell you that 
Lord Broughton, even pirouetting, is an elevating 
member of any party in a country inn, and more 
so should he happen to be téte-d-téte with a Wilham 
the King trampling on a charger to the throne. 
Though the Cadet did insist that this beruffled 
gentleman, John Broughton known to fame, was a 
champion prize-fighter and no Prime Minister at 
all, there was no mistaking kingly William pirouet- 
ting jauntily, yet with a certain pseudo-stateli- 
ness, to the rhythm of the old piano, that flooded in 
long cadences from Edna’s head into her fingers 
and out into the shabby little room. 

The commercial traffic of King’s Langley would 
seem to consist of a baker’s cart waiting for the 
baker. It behoved us therefore to regard this 
vehicle with respectful interest. And, regarding it 
through the medium of the Cadet’s eyeglass, its 
municipal significance gradually faded and left 
nothing with us but a yearning—a yearning for 
more substantial reminiscences of the warm fra- 


erance that pervaded it. 
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‘Polly!’ quoth the Artist, interpreting, ‘we 
want a loaf of bread.’ 

The small mite in charge of the commercial 
interests of the town arranged herself artistically 
on the driving-box, settling her small skirts with an 
air of knowing more than that! 

‘Grab it—and run—before the baker comes,’ 
drawled he of the crystal optic, focussing a par- 
ticularly big, well-baked magnate of the oven in a 
manner most suggestive of the opportunity. 
But we did not feel capable of subjecting the 
digestion of King’s Langley to such an act of 
violence after its behaviour in the matter of the 
beans. We discoursed the baker’s representative 
in a spirit of sweet reason. We told her we had 
come froma Noah's Ark, and-when we got back we 
should have no bread for tea. We described the 
situation feelingly, thinking that it would appeal 
to her. Instead, the small imp giggled. We 
asked with some severity if all the loaves were 
‘ordered,’ if they were already destined to special 
customers? And the small imp bubbled over. It 


bubbled, and forcibly restrained itself; it fizzed 


these 


Se ee 


a ee : 


FOUR PEOPLE BUBBLING ALL FOR NOTHING ROUND A LITTLE IMP 
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internally, and then suddenly exploded—til the 
circle, applicant, around the baker’s cart became 
infected; and, having once begun to bubble, 
bubbled out of very sympathy of foolishness. So 
that King’s Langley hobbled to its doors inquiringly 
—a plastic wide inquiry that involuntarily began to 
bubble too, to sce four people bubbling all for 


nothing round a little imp in a baker’s cart. 
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CHAPTER V 


\ E always anchored for the night, just as the 

summer twilight kissed all the country 
eravely, and the sky drooped, and the meadows 
fell asleep. It is an evening light that comes back 
to me the oftenest in writing this. And when the 
shadows of the poplars stood sharp and cool, and 
the seven stars of the Waggon showed in the dark, 
still water where the barge lay moored, even the 
Cadet sometimes forgot to talk in parallelograms. 
When the Japanese umbrella made night fantastic 
about it, and the fairy lamps hung in their own 
pale light under the dark skyline of the gangway, 
the artist developed troubadour effects. He whistled 
from the opera, softly, to lilting castanets; or he 
would produce a mandoline and play, like the 
gondolier on a porcelain yase-—purely for artistic 


reasons ! 
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It was in the half-light that we crept up from 
the canal, and out into the quiet country where the 
landscape slowly faded and the cornfields rustled, 
dreaming of the idyll the night air whispered as it 
passed. Like thieves we stole silently among the 
hedges and the darkening trees, and came some- 
times only to a moonrise beyond a distant stile, and 
sometimes to a village belated in the fields. 

So we found Stoke Brewin, with its low-roofed 
cottages among its grass-grown roads. A tiny old 
village, with its lonely churchyard sloping on the 
hill and the wishing-gate ajar beyond, where the 
path leads towards the sunset over the wide fields. 
Vibrations from those years that one only remembers 
dimly nestle under the wide eaves where the swal- 
lows build, and nothing matters any more to the 
village gaffers smoking on the bridge, and no one 
goes up to the wishing-gate. The gaffers gossip all 
they ‘mind them.’ Till the summer night comes 
down and warns them of a creeping ‘ rheumatiz,’ 
and they get stiffly off the round stone wall, and 
knock the ashes from the long white pipes, and 
totter off together. They have not learnt that 

F 


66 TWO GIRLS “ON JA BARGE 


smocks are out of date, and they touch their fore- 
locks as We pass. 

And the wishing-gate swings gently, with the 
sunset in its bars. And Edna, with her elbow on the- 
topmost rail, made no response to the Cadet, who 
found Stoke Brewin just what he would have ex- 
pected it to be if he had been told it was. an ordi- 
nary little English hamlet in a midland county. 

‘It’sa mistake, you know,’ he added, confident ; 
‘people shouldn’t be allowed to rust and demoralise 
the educational tendency down here in the pro- 
vinces. They ought to be obliged to hitch on to 
the county centres by Act of Parliament.’ — 

‘Hitch their waggons to the Polar system of an 
Uxbridge or a Rickmansworth!’ quoth Mr. Squif, 
studying the old grey tower of the little church. 

But she only wrapped her long cloak more 
about her and put the other elbow on the meadow 
gate that the sun had kissed. And _ presently. I 
think the Cadet must have retracted that utili- 
tarian sentiment of his, for he was arguing the 
advantages of three acres and a cow in a way 


known only to the logical. 
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Well, then, there was Berkhampstead. Berk- 
hampstead reclining its lank self away inland, but 
staying for a little space on the side of the canal to 
dabble its white stones. The lamps were being 
lighted in the darkening streets. There are fewer 
lamps to be lighted in the High Street of Berk- 
hampstead than in any town of its importance I 
have ever seen. For, according to the cutler, who 
told us the annals of the place, on Berkhampstead 
has depended the historical importance of the 
British Empire from the time when St. Paul visited 
it and drove thunderstorms and serpents out of it 
for ever to the present year of grace. I can’t say 
that personally we met either the one or the other 
in its forbidden precincts, but the cutler went on to 
King Wihthraede, and that was just 697 years, 
when Edna asked him if he ever had. He gave us 
a great deal of interesting information, this historic 
cutler, as we stood among the tinware in his tiny 
shop. He told us how William of Hastings came 
here to be crowned after the battle of Normandy, 
and that Chaucer the poet was his private secretary 
at the time, and wrote the account of the proceed- 

¥ 2 
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ings by which we are informed. And he told us of 
the moss-grown well beside the path in what was 
Mr. Cooper’s garden, now the Rectory well, beside 
the Rectory tennis-court. 

‘Some calls him Mr. Cowper, I have heard,’ he 
added, leniently ; ‘but we addresses Mr. Cooper 
here, and we ought to know, I think.’ 

Talbot and Mr. Squif seemed to find an inex- 
plicable fascination every now and then in the 
passers-by outside throughout this conversation, 
and at last disappeared entirely. So Edna and I 
wandered up to the old Castle grounds alone. The 
moat was grown up with reeds, and trees had 
clustered on the great protecting dyke, and there 
was nothing left to mark where the courtyard 
stood. Here and there a fragment of grey masonry 
showed luminous in the dark circle of the trees. 

‘Do you feel superstitious ? ’ said Edna, putting 
her hand into my arm. 

‘Not if it is an unpleasant sensation,’ I 
answered introspectively. 

We were walking up and down among the 


gnarled roots of the aspens on the huge earthworks 
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above the moat, and a little pool of water down 
there gleamed like a steel scabbard in a dark 
recess. 

‘Do you know what I’ve been thinking?’ she 
went on presently. ‘I think it was very good of 
Mr. Grove to come.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said; and a white owl hooted in the 
moonlight as its great silent wings almost brushed 
our faces; ‘he is a splendid chaperon.’ 

‘You are realistic!’ said Girton, with a touch 
of coldness. 

‘No, Im not! And I quite agree with you. 
You know very well what I think of the Cadet. I’d 
trust him—to be completely logical—in the greatest 
emergency, as in the most exasperating trifle.’ 

‘At any rate, you are remarkably definite,’ 
said Girton. ‘I can’t say I have epitomised this 
logic that you talk so much about to the extent of 
making it account——’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘it doesn’t. Talbot’s a good 
fellow—a dear old chap—and we’ve been chums 
from the time that we were six.’ 


‘Come,’ said Edna, suddenly assuming her 
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most ordinary tone of voice, ‘do you know this 
place is hawnted and the sun’s quite gone? We 
shall be meeting the awful black goat that the lord 
of Berkhampstead met. It was Harl Moreton in 
those days, you know, and he was walking slowly 
up and down this very terrace thinking. He didn’t 
know that Rufus had been shot straight througn 
the heart with an arrow in the New Forest that 
identical afternoon, till suddenly—he was face to 
face with a great black goat. It was carrying the 
body of King Rufus, all black and ghastly and 
horrible. And the lord of Berkhampstead fell on 
his knees in front of it, and adjured it by the 
Holy Trinity to tell him what it meant—but the 
black goat passed on into the shadows.’ 

‘Tam glad you didn’t say “into the shadows of 
these very trees,”’’ I commented, ‘ because in the 
days of the black goat the terrace was a castle 
wall, and had no trees on it. Is the cutler 
responsible for the blood-curdling tale ?’ 

‘No,’ said Edna. ‘ Chaucer told it me himself 
when he was private secretary to the Conqueror 


after the battle of Normandy—it must have been 
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Chauncey whom he meant was his authority, poor 


dear !’ 


_ THE AWFUL BLACK GOAT 


‘Oh! if you come to that,’ I said, ‘Chaucer 
was clerk of the works at Berkhampstead—in 


Richard the Second’s time.’ ... 
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‘Leighton Buzzard it ’ull be to-night,’ said 
Mrs. Bargee next day. ‘It’s a good stoppin’ place 
is Leighton, and there’s fodder for the ’orse.’ But 
Mrs. Bargee was flustered as she stated this as a 
predetermined fact. If she had not been flustered 
she would immediately have added, ‘leastways, in 
the best of our endeavours it will be Leighton 
Buzzard.’ Perhaps that was an added reason for 
our not finding ourselves at Leighton when the 
evening came. Here, however, it is necessary to 
begin at the beginning. I had just received a 
telegram—wasn’t that enough to fuster anyone ? 
—a telegram requiring a whole barge family to 
assist at its delivery. I had never received a 
telegram 80 instinct with nerves before, and, as I 
tore the yellow envelope across, it was like an 
electrified anticipation point in the respiratory 
organ of a colony. Iread out the missive slowly 
and impressively :— 

‘Will look in with pleasure. Meet us at 
station, if you can.—HssINGTOoN.’ 

General and Mrs. Essington! Our flutter of 


anticipation rivalled the Bargee’s. That telegram 


TWO GiIRITS ON A BARGE 98 


was like one of the delightful surprise-packets of 
one’s youth, full of sweets with caraways inside. 


‘What can we offer them to eat out of?’ It 
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I READ OUT THE MISSIVE SLOWLY AND IMPRESSIVELY 


was the housewife’s comment, and Edna and I 
made it simultaneously. 

‘What can we offer them to cat? that’s much 
more to the point,’ the Cadet and the R.A. ejacu- 


lated, also simultaneously, 
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It had never occurred to the Cadet to mention 
his invitation to the barge in general. Our invi- 
tation, I should say, in that we appropriated it at 
once with pardonable piracy, for of course this 
consummation was in reply to the letter, which 
you may possibly remember, we posted at King’s 
Langley. The Cadet’s ideas were so large. 1b had 
never occurred to him to announce that he had 
told the Essingtons we should be here, not far 
from Tring, sometime this afternoon, and that he 
had promised we would wait for a reply, a personal 
reply, he hoped. Now the only trouble attendant 
on this was that our tea-drinking facilities, as have 
already told you, at present consisted principally 
of wine-glasses and saucers; and our provisions 
when set out for critical inspection seemed more 
than usually disconnected in appearance. 

‘Menu!’ quoth the Artist, jotting off the items 
on his fingers daintily. ‘ Afternoon tea for six, two 
of them hungry travellers. Item, one teapot and 
tea, complete; one bag- of peanuts’—these Mr. 
Grove wishes it clearly understood he considers 


‘low ’—and eats immoderately. ‘Item, one leg of 
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a fowl—in parenthesis, f don’t want to be rude—an 
aged one. Items, several bottles of Apollinavris, one 
milk jug—empty, one butter dish, ditto. Anything 
to come? Ah, yes, three wine-glasses, two saucers, 
and a cup!’ 

Theref.re we went up to Tring at once. It was 
market day, and where the pavement widened, as 
it did here and there in the principal street cf the 
village, the stalls stood temptingly. A large pro- 
portion of the goods were laid out on the ground, 
and the sellers thereof vociferated of their wares 
with an aggrieved expression of countenance when 
we passed them by. Naturally everything was 
very dusty, particularly the greengrocery ; but we 
got some quite artistic cups and saucers in. this 
village fair. They were blue and white, of a cottage 
shape, and most appropriate. The demoiselle of 
the china spread—truth prevents my calling this 
fair Hebrew’s domain a stall—possessed the most 
fascinating back breadth, Girton said, that she had 
ever seen. Her front breadth did not inspire us at 
all, but her demi-train of gorgeous flowery brocade, 


and the remarkable adroitness with which she 
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continually gave us the full benefit of it, must, I 
think, at least have trebled the value of that china 
set. We were still lost in admiration of it when 
of a sudden a cab rattled down the village street, 
and the Essingtons had passed us, unrecognisingly, 
and were careering away with a good two miles 
before them in which to out-distance us. They 
would arrive to find an empty barge. We looked 
at each other, the four of us, with outraged hospi- 
tality written in each attitude. | 
‘Clu-uck!’ ejaculated the Artist—an ejaculation 
that with him denoted any unusual sentiment. 
‘Couldn’t we throw stones to attract their atten- 
tion somehow 2?’ suggested Girton distractedly. 

‘Nonsense. They are stopping now, and I 
could catch them easily,’ said the Cadet, looking at 
her inquiringly. ‘But Mrs. Bargee would explain 
to them in any case.’ 

‘Oh! catch them by all means,’ she said. The 
cab had pulled up at the other end of the long 
street, and General Essington was getting Joys 
for us again, this time at a confectioner’s. The 


Cadet dashed off to catch up with the stationary 


ARTISTIC CUPS AND SAUCERS IN THIS VILLAGE FAIR 


E QUITE 


WE GOT SOM 
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cab, and we watched him as he raised his cap to 
Mrs. Essington, and explained his sudden presence 
there. The next thing we saw at the far end of 
the street was a quick, careless vehicle, and the 
frightened flutter of a white childish pinafore, and 
the Cadet’s sudden dash, and then a sort of squirm 
and a red-striped polo blazer lying in the middle of 
the road. And then Mrs. Essington was springing 
from her cab, and the General had rushed out 
of the confectioner’s, with the pie he had been 
purchasing caught up in his hand. But Talbot 
wasn’t killed. He had saved the child, and the 
eyeglass was still blandly in his eye. But his foot 
was badly crushed, and he was faint as they 
ensconced him in the cab. 

‘And this,’ he added ruefully, ‘is the way that 
we receive you, Mrs. Essington !’ 

But the General wouldn’t hear of trapsing off, 
as he expressed it, now to the canal with our V. C. 
candidate. And the child who had, through 
Talbot’s intervention, so narrowly escaped with its 
worthless little life, a dirty lint-haired ragamuffin 


belonging to the fair, stood by on the pavement 
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watching. unconcernedly as we bandaged his 
crushed foot as well as. we were able with 
embroidered pocket-handkerchiefs. An ungrateful 
little ragamuffin ! It went into fits of laughter as 
‘Talbot winced, turning very white when the General 
ripped his boot, though his only idea was to 
apologise to Mrs. Essington for having frightened 
her. And then the General carried us all off to dine 
at the best hotel. And in spite of our adventures 
it was a merry dinner at the best hotel!—in the 
society, at the other end of the room, of the Vet., 
a nice clean butcher in a smock, the chemist, and 
the proprietor—and at which the unaccustomed 
luxuries of gas, and fish-knives, and elaborately 
folded serviettes, roused in us an enthusiasm that so 
tickled Mrs. Essington she straightway declared 
herself a wandering bargee also—for the sake of 
the sensation. But the Cadet was more hurt than 
he would allow, and our cheery pseudo-visitors, 
impressing the necessity of rest and arnica, insisted 
that they wouldn’t let him speak another word, and 
we said ‘ good-night’ upon the doorstep and they 


drove away. 
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The barge, as luck would have it, had gone on, 
and was moored somewhere down there among the 
meadows. But it had grown quite dark, and we 


couldn’t find it for some time as we limped along 
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THE SOCIETY AT THE OTHER END OF THE ROOM 


with sympathetic footfalls nervously through a 
pitch-dark lane, Talbot leaning on Mr. Squif’s arm, 
and Edna and I wrapped up in one enormous 


cloak. It was like a sudden beacon in the night 
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when the Bargee, hearing voices, threw open the 
cabin door, and the warm light streamed out and 


showed the weird ark on the silent water, and 


MORE OF THE SOCIETY 


kindled all the kindness in our own Noah’s rugged 
face as he commented at intervals, with his eyes on 
the Cadet , ‘ Well, well, well! to think of that !— 


and him starting out so well!’ 
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CHAPTER VI 


‘/\UILL, came a faint, far-off wail to me, 
shivering by the rudder. 

And again—‘ Quill!’ 

‘What are you doing, and what is happening ?’ 

‘And so he give a screech and run inter his 
hole,’ I responded lucidly. ‘Why don’t you come 
up and sce? It’s two miles long and black as 
pitch.’ 

‘Shall we go through alone ?’ came the voice, 
reluctantly. 

‘We are going through like the centre carriage 
in a train, and before and behind us are barges, 
each linked to the next one following. At this 
moment we are waiting outside the tunnel between 
high banks covered with sparse, stunted firs. The 
mist is deep on the canal, and beyond the sun is 
rising. It’s rather pretty—you’d better come up 


yourself’ 
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‘Do they say it’s—dangerous ?’ came the yoice 
as though desirous to face the worst at once. 

‘The average of accidents is high for a single 
tunnel. But the “black water” is always hungry. 
A single slip on a greasy board, or a false step in 
the darkness, and “the water will swallow you.” 
And nobody knows if you are in or out. Not that 
it would do much good if they did, for the tug goes 
forging on, and the barges cannot stop, and the 
darkness is intense.’ 

‘ Blisworth,’ shuddered the voice, almost invo- 
luntarily, it seemed. 

‘Mr. Bargee,’ I remarked, by way of reassur- 
ance, ‘has departed overland to escort “ the ’orse,”’ 
but Mrs. Bargee is with us. Sheis not much ‘ in- 
customed,” she tells me, to piloting through the © 
tunnel, for she in-generally goes on with Dob, “ or- 
dinary like.” But Mr. Bargee thought it “ wouldn’t 
be jest what we might consider seemin’ly correc’ ’’ on 
this occasion; and she thinks that she can steer us 
through. You know the place is haunted, I suppose? ’ 

‘Do you mean as you've heerd tell of They?’ 
‘It was Mrs. Bargee standing at my elbow with a 
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huge cup of steaming tea she had been preparing 
with the kindly forethought we had grown accus- 
tomed to depend on, unsolicited. 

‘You ain’t never seen One—real like?’ she 


questioned, in a low, suppressed voice that startled 


‘MR, BARGEE HAS DEPARTED OVERLAND’ 


a 


me inits intensity. It was cold as we stood there by 
the rudder, waiting in the long line of barges before 
the circular mouth of the tunnel, and her hand 


trembled as she proffered me the homely cup of tea. 
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‘You ain’t never seen a haunter ?’ she insisted, 
fearfully. 

‘IT have never been through Blisworth,’ I 
answered carelessly. But at that moment some- 
one beckoned—or so it seemed to me. And, sud- 
denly, the little steamer shrieked and rushed into 
the darkness, dragging us behind it. 

We were in a black, domed passage, and it 
was deathly still; in all that string of barges no one 
spoke or moved. The gloom of the place encircled 
us. An indefinable Presence moved with us in 
the blackness. The nearness of the damp stones 
impressed itself upon the eyes and played fantastic 
tricks with the imagination. very sense became 
distorted, unnaturally acute; the silence was ap- 
palling. The story the Bargee had told us of the 
great White Spectre, boding evil to the boatman 
whenever it appears, came back to me with a 
meaning and a terror that yesterday had seemed 
impossible. ‘ Ye jest slips yer foot, or overbalances, 
and the black water swallows ye.’ <A vision of a 
barge, like this one I was on, engrossed all my at- 


tention. It was covered up, as ours was, with tar- 
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paulin, to keep the cargo dry; but two boards, 
small, mean boards—‘wings,’ the Bargee had 
called them—had been placed far out over the 
cruel water on either side of it. They were narrow, 
unprotected, slippery boards, and on one of them a 
little, clinging, frightened boy was lying on his 
back ‘legeing’ the boat along, with nothing to 
prevent his slipping off the plank but a hand 
twisted under him and grasping it. It was the 
first time he had done it, and he was ‘ well-nigh 
skeered.’ ‘For his father seen it,’ the Bargee had 
said, ‘only the day afore, and so then he slipped, 
and the black water swallowed he.’ 

A cold, dank drop fell on my forehead, and I 
looked up quickly ; we were under a glistening spire 
with the mists of the upper world entangled round 
its top. Then all grew dark again. The water 
became phosphorescent, and the air was stifling, 
the steamer exhausted it before it got to us. 
The sudden scr-r-r-ch of a match, struck close 
beside me, almost overbalanced me; there was so 
little margin even for a start where the edge of 


the barge merged in the outer darkness. Mrs. 
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Bargee grasped my arm, and the red end of the 
half-burnt match dropped with a fizz in the water. 
‘Ye see’d Ir!’ she ejaculated, and her voice rang 
harshly, striking on the stones. 

‘Light our lamp,’ I said sharply, for her foolish 
superstitions irritated me. But the words took to 
themselves echoes—‘ our lamp ’—‘ our lamp,’ like a 
sort of ghostly requiem that went from barge to 
barge, rolling and reverberating through the black- 
ness of the corridor. 

‘Unkid! it be unkid,’ whispered Mrs. Bargee, 
as the tiny colzine burner cast a glimmer murkily, 
which was repeated here and there in a lurid inter- 
val along the shadowy chain of boats that had 
obeyed the echo. ‘Unkid—like afore a storm. 
Miss 


scarcely catch the words, ‘’twere just here——’ 


and her voice sank so low I could 


‘You’ve got my slippers on!’ shot up a sud- 
den and indignant protest from regions under 
the tarpaulin roof. But I could not instantly reply, 
for Mrs. Bargee was reposing in my arms and 
gasping, ‘It’s the Haunter !’ 


It was like coming from Pandemonium to 
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perfect peace to issue out into the sunshine from 
the black mouth of that tunnel. For, meanwhile, 
the sun had risen, and the air was full of the 
freshness and exhilaration that breathe when the 
day isnew. It was a dainty sight, as the long parti- 
coloured barges broke away and spread over the wide 
basin formed by the wooded banks, and fraught with 
that gentle luxuriance that only comes after storm. 
And the R.A., sauntering up, cool, and fresh, and 
clean, and radiant in his snowy tie, for once agreed 
with me thoroughly and satisfactorily ; and we 
went amiably together to beg roses from a dewy 
garden situated on a promontory of the conclusive 
name of Northampton Amen. 

‘There was somebody inquiring for you down 
at Fenny Lock yesterday when I come through,’ 
said a tall browa bargee—‘a stranger-man ’-— 
accosting the roses principally, as we came back 
to the barge. Our al fresco housekeeping evidently 
interested him, for the Bargee had carried out 
instructions, and had taken ‘the roof off early.’ 
It was only the roses, however, that he couldn’t 


dismiss from the tunnel in his mind entirely satis- 


‘THERE WAS SOMEBODY INQUIRING FOR YOU DOWN AT FENNY LOCER 
YESTERDAY ’ 
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factorily as one of the vagaries of four unemployed 
—hbecause at six o’clock in the morning they 
seemed to him superfluous. ‘Somebody inquiring 
for us?’ We found the stranger-man of surpass- 
ing interest. ‘What sort of a somebody?’ But 
the stranger-man was entirely preoccupied with 
the Cadet’s bandaged foot that had just limped 
into the saloon, and beside which we were stand- 
ing. ‘He were down at Fenny Lock,’ was the 
extent of the information the combined efforts of 
the crew could extract from him, even under the 
influence of coffee and gingerbread, during the 
disposal of which he told us, ‘ Yes, that Blisworth 
war about the worst of the steamer tunnels, but 
nothink by comparison with Crick and they, sooch 


bs 


as ye’ve got to leg.’ And, ‘Oh! yes,’ ’twas a 
pleasant enough life in summer, but in winter 
——Well, he would thank us very kindly, and he 
hoped we'd have good weather for our pleasuring. 
Twice again that morning we got messages 
from Somebody, delivered by passing barges, and 
our curiosity waxed great. At intervals, in a gene- 


rally experimental attempt on the part of the 
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entire crew to tie Talbot’s foot up scientifically in 
accordance with the Ambulance ideas that we all 
had in embryo our theories about Somebody ranged 
widely from brigands to the Tax Collector, and 
back again to brigands. Perhaps he was only 
a Doctor! But the Cadet entirely refused to 
be a doctor’s object. An Esmark triangular 
bandage he had no objection to, but lace-edged 
handkerchiefs and ‘lotions’ and the ‘most com- 
fortable chair’ he avoided with a persistency only 
equalled in the number of times he sat in it by 
mistake. And such is the contrariety of the 
military mind, which cannot ‘see much in Howells,’ 
that though he read ‘The Lady of Aroostook’ aloud 
for several hours, nobody was bored. But then it 
is true that Somebody occasionally intervened be- 


tween the sentences. 
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CHAPTER VII 


E were black- 
ing our boots. 
The Cadet’s 
foot was bet- 
but still he 


Ss ea \\\\ couldn’t use it much, 


ter, 


and this was one of 


our ideas for keeping 


ae = him amused! Now, 
. Be a the blacking of boots, 


as you will find if 
“tes -, you experiment, is 
Nn conversationally a 


most elaborating pro- 
cess, a sort of running commentary on the sub- 
ject in hand, full of parentheses and mazes of 


expression—of a glacial nature. We found it a 


TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE 93 


most interesting and intellectual occupation, for 
the Cadet meanwhile was expatiating on the tariffs 
of barge life to a bargee. 

‘Would you like to know,’ he said, ‘what an 
ordinary bargee’s wages are?’ and he dabbed a 
smudge of blacking with minute attention to detail 
on the point of the topmost button of the slipper in 
his hand. 

‘Well, whatever his wages are, I think he’ll 
have to raise them if we often indulge in his black- 
ing,’ responded Mr, Squif, focussing the last effect 
of polish on his artistic toe with half-closed eyes 
over the back of the blacking brush. 

‘A bargee,’ said Edna, maliciously, stippling 
off the items on the long strap of the sandal she 
was blacking, ‘earns from thirty to thirty-five 
shillings a week... It has been calculated that 
upon an average he spends six of these in beer. . 
The repairs necessary every year from the wear 
and tear to his boat cost him about eleven pounds. 
. . . But last year the caulking and tarring of 
ours cost thirty, or thereabouts, for Mrs. Bargee told 


me so—but then the whole boat was gone over and 
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ve-done. ... Ifa bargee hasn’t a boat of his 
own he pays ten shillings a week to hire one... « 
Now do a subtraction sum, and you'll know exactly 
what his expenses are. Do you want to know any 
more ?’ 

‘Support us with blacking, sustain us with 
poots,’ murmured the summer breezes, carrying 
their open-hearted secrets away to tell the leaves 
upon the bank, and the door behind the curtain 
opened suddenly. 

‘Law!’ said Mrs. Bargee, looking critically at 
the boots. And then she added, in a tone not to be 
cainsaid, ‘they'll never shine like that! Why don’t 
ye let me have ’em ?’ 

After which there was an awkward pause. It 
was positively cruel to stamp on ambition thus ; 
for from the crushing certainty of this expression 
of opinion there seemed to be no appeal. <A 
melancholy silence sank, even to the depths of 
the blacking jar, and as Mrs. Bargee turned on 
her heel to go, a contemptuous echo certainly 
whispered, ‘ Shine indeed! Not that way ! —and the 


curtain fell behind her. We looked at each other 
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reproachfully. Who had been responsible for 
this ?’ 

‘But then Mrs. Bargee can’t be an art critic!’ 
murmured Mr, Squif in the gently reminiscent 
tone with which one re-establishes a dethroned 
ideal, and at that moment the door opened once 
again to admit Mrs. Bargee’s head. 

‘I quite forgot as what I come to tell ye was; 
there’s a gentleman to see ye.’ The gentleman, 
as we subsequently learned, having been left to 
mind the tiller during the interval. 

Whereupon the gentleman came in. 

Tie had bushy hair and kind brown eyes that 
looked straight out at you. And emanating all 
about him was the strength and freshness of a High- 
land moor, or a Platonic philosopher. There was 
something sincere, something steady and purposeful, 
with a spice of fun in readiness about everything 
he said. Frankly and unceremoniously he accepted 
the only chair, our furniture being limited, and we 
began to discuss life and the blacking of boots. 
He seemed to know a good deal about the canal, and 


spoke of the barges by name, but he didn’t ask to 


CUSS LIFE AND THE BLACKING OF Boots 


TO DIS 


WE BEGAN 
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Bee our passes or appear to be officially connected 
with his country’s Revenue. We were completely 
at aloss. He told us that we had been very lucky 
to secure one of Mr. Corbett’s boats. He asked us 
many questions as to how we had been received by 
the boat-people, and appeared to take an interest 
in all our impressions, particularly and generally, 
of barges and bargees, and the Grand Junction 
Canal at large. And yet he wasn’t a Reporter, for, 
two cleanly-looking barges passing at the moment, 
the men doffed their wide soft felt hats to him—a 
thing they never did for us. He called out some 
genial remark to them as the towing ropes met and 
crossed, and a strange deference crept into the 
weather-beaten faces, a strange, wordless deference 
into the way they answered him, almost pathetic 
in its implicit, unquestioning confidence. And 
somehow, just then, as the two barges passed on 
out of sight, it seemed to me that we had for a 
moment glimpsed an undercurrent—some motive 
power sleeping silently between the boaters and 
ourselves, or such as we—something that made all 
things possible. For, travelling like this a dozen 


at 
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years ago through their canal, the boaters would 


have looked on us as spies, they would by no means 


AND YET HE WASN’T A REPORTER 
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have regarded us as guests. ‘Who was this, our 
most mysterious guest!’ I telegraphed to Girton, 
and she answered in a comprehensively bewildered 
glance ; the subject of them both was preparing to 
depart. 

‘Come up and see “The Shanty” when you 
pass,’ he said; ‘ you’ll be within three miles of it 
to-morrow, and my girls would be delighted to 
welcome you.’ 

And as we were collectively determining to clear 
up this mystery and individually shirking ‘the 
responsibility, his eye fell and rested for a moment 
on the table and the blacking jar. So small an 
act may solve a mystery. For some intellectual 
shoeblack—whose name shall not be revealed for 
the opprobrium it merits—had jauntily and in- 
securely balanced the blacking jar on a green book 
with a silver title. And the stranger, very properly 
remonstrating, picked up the book to glance at its 
title page. ‘Canal Adventures by Moonlight,’ he 
said, quietly, with a funny, rather inscrutable 
twinkle in his amused brown eyes. Whereupon, 
but whence I can scarcely tell, sudden lights came 


H 2 
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to us, and we knew him—A Philanthropist—and 
the author of the silvery green book ! 

As for our forgiveness anent the silver-titled 
book, let it suffice to say that the good-humoured 
inscription on its flyleaf is dated ‘On the Boat 
‘Tndustrious”’’ in its author’s own caligraphy ; 
and for my private satisfaction let me further add 
that its present position is quite beyond the fear of 
boot-blacking. 

It is a strange, far-off thing, at least it seemed 
a strange thing then, as Mr. Gershom sat down 
again, and the talk went on, interspersed with his 
funny, appreciative anecdotes, for a man to have 
submerged every personal aspiration, every intimate 
ambition, because of a vague ideal. This man had 
sacrificed everything he had, his position, his 
prospects, even the necessaries of life, for the sake 
of an ideal Theory. At least it hardly seems 
probable that it was for the pleasure of it that he 
travelled five thousand miles through desolate 
waterways on filthy, objectionable barges, whose 
owners hated him, and were not particular as to 


the manner in which they showed it, merely to 
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learn the sorrows of an unknown, alien people for 
whom nobody had cared. And I remembered a 
casual stranger who sat in the House of Commons 
while his first Canal Boats Registration Bill was 
being half-heartedly discussed. This Bill he had 
been living for—it was the only chance for twenty- 
five thousand boats—to which, from the Visitors’ 
Gallery, the House seemed so indifferent. And I 
found it difficult to realise ‘our’ canal, the home of 
our adoption, as it was twelve years ago. 

‘Keep still! you’re “having your photo took,” 
as Iiccles has flatteringly expressed it,’ said Mr. 
Squif, looking up about this time, with his long 
brush poised horizontally, to measure the Philan- 
thropist’s soft, silver beard. ‘I suppose you 
don’t mind, Mr. Gershom, “having your photo 
took ?’’’ 

‘I suppose, with all the business you must have 
to attend to,’ quoth Mr. Gershom, glancing comically 
at the boots with eyes that for thirty years had 
looked into the wrongs of life and yet that laughed 
so readily—‘ I suppose you hayen’t ascertained that 


there’s a gipsy camp within a mile of you? I’m 
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on my way to it. But if you don’t care to come 


don’t hesitate to say so, for I shan’t be offended !’ 
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THE GIPSY CAMP 


‘Qn the contrary,’ responded the Cadet, with 
-all the enthusiasm of him who has no business to 


think of walking on any pretext whatever, 
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‘we'd like to go immensely—it would be awf’ly 
neat.’ 

‘Well, I don’t know about its being awf’ly neat!’ 
observed Mr. Gershom, thoughtfully. ‘‘* Awf'ly 
neat’’ !—it’s a good expression! Do to keep me 
quiet for the moment, isn’t that the idea ?’ 

So we went to see the gipsy camp; and on the 
way, Edna told me afterwards, she asked him of 
his first crusade to the Brickyards, of which he had 
written. And he told her how he had worked there 
as a child, and in manhood had returned, having 
cast the world behind him, to rescue twenty 
thousand other children from that inhuman toil. 
And Edna waxed eloquent upon the Brickyard Bull. 
Next term she is going to discuss ‘ Philanthropy 
versus Masters’ in the Girton Debating Club. 

The gipsies were encamped in a desolate spot 
near a village, with their wash-tub and their 
caravans, and all their Moorish-eyed babies. The 
Philanthropist had lived with them for weeks. He 
had wandered through the by-ways of the land 
with them, living in their tents and dining on his 


portion from the cauldron as dispensed by the tribe’s 
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special hag with the tribe’s iron spoon. He ad- 
mitted it was an uncomfortable. way of taking 
sustenance, for, he said, ‘you see it makes your 
fingers in suchamess!’ But the only thing which 
really appeared to have impressed him was the last 
ingredient of the pot, a floating pyramid of grease, 
that was dealt out with Benjamin’s Portion as a 
token of special grace; and ‘do you know,’ said the 
Philanthropist, ‘there are occasions when it is 
found better to be Simeon.’ 

The gipsies greeted the Philanthropist, as we 
came into their camp, like Freemasons, in a language 
of their own, in that curious rhythmic Romany 
that the centuries have cadenced and the Moorish 
suns have kissed. They regarded us, however, 
critically, not to say distrustfully. Evidently the 
camp disapproved of ‘ followers ’—even the Philan- 
thropist’s! Only the lean horses and the children 
accepted the situation, and they did it conditionally. 
The horses browsed hunerily toward us with a 
tentative inquiry in the gaunt way they sniffed the 
grass, and the dark-eyed gipsy babies, though they 


clustered round the strangers, accepted Edna’s 
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cajoleries in the irresponsive spirit of small grubby 
heathen gods permitting votaries. A handsome 
rabbit-snaring loafer was smoking contraband 
tobacco over the half-door of a van, and a fat gipsy 
mother washed the promiscuous tribal-washing at 
the tub; but neither responded encouragingly to 
the Artist’s overtures, and none of those swarthy 
vagrants proposed to tell our fortunes. But as a 
possibly commercial episode, so to speak, our value 
rose, and they offered us white osier chairs at ridicu- 
lously little cost. The Cadet bought one wherewith 
to rest his foot, and afterwards carried it home. 
He looked barbarically aristocratic and autocratic 
as he sat with perfect composure on his property in 
the middle of that gipsy camp. But then, nothing 
could ever have discomposed Talbot seriously. 

Whittling willows was these gipsies’ industry. 
They had a caravan hung with chairs and tables 
and baskets, all made by hand, intertwined and 
plaited with wonderful ingenuity, without a nail 
or a tie anywhere. The Cadet’s chair might have 
been built by a nice large tidy crow. 

But Mr. Gershom had finished his visit to the 
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sick gipsy who had wanted him, and was saying 
cood-bye—shaking hands with the left always as a 
token —to all the grubby little ne’er-do-weels who 
wouldn’t speak to us. And so our ways divided— 
Mr. Gershom’s to ‘The Shanty,’ ours to carry home 


our chair. 
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CHAPTER VIII 


UNDAY had anchored at the Seven Locks with 
us in idleness. But in the barge world it 
contained, like other days, twelve hours of hard 
work. In some eases, even, seventeen. The boats 
crawled on and took each their turn of the tug as 
it puffed through Blisworth Tunnel with the same 
slow pertinacity that beseemed them yesterday, 
and which would not fail the day after to-morrow. 
You see, a boatman’s time is his own, he gains or 
loses on it. Can he perform his journey with a 
day or so to the good, so much the better for him ; 
if he loses time on the way, it is just so much the 
worse. 
Our Bargee considered, for instance, ‘as it were 
bad luck to travel on Sundays and such.’ Besides, 
after a day ‘’long shore,’ the ’orse went twice as 


well. Judging from Dob’s behaviour very early on 
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Monday morning, I make no comment on the 
statement. He began by running away. It must 
have taken nearly fifty yards of towing-path and 


barge to breathe that animal. The Bargee’s excite- _ 
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ment was terrible as he helplessly gave chase. 
Finally, the rope broke ; for the towing-path incon- 
siderately took advantage of the moment to go 
across a bridge. Then the rope had to be mended 


and the harness rectified while the Bargee re- 


LIS ORGIALSSON, AL BARGE 109 


covered his breath and apostrophised his steed as 
a ‘nasty flock-headed besom.’ The effect of a day 
‘’long shore’ is quite perceptible! 

We had turned out of the Grand Junction and 
crept up a smaller channel that branches out of 
the main stream somewhere between Watford and 
Crick. An unfrequented channel—a sort of a 
baby canal, where the water was so shallow that, 
leaning on the bulwark, one could see the tangled 
roots of the reeds, and the silly little shoots and 
foolish, straggling grasses which grow on the 
brown wrack of last year’s sedge. Then the 
stream had grown broader and deeper, and more 
still and dignified, and there stood in front of us 
the Seven Locks like seven cool white sisters in 
some old quiet park with the water all about 
them. 

It was very quiet and green and cool, that 
piping Sunday morning, as we lay there at anchor 
in the lazy heart of the country. And the sunlight 
flirted in the quivering leaves, and flickered on 
the buttercups, and the fairies’ Sanctus tinkled 


faintly down from the hillside where the daisies 
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nodded and blinked at the sheep. And yet there 
was a chastened wistfulness in the attitudes of four 
who were sitting in the Ark. 

‘’Pon my word,’ said the Cadet, in a cadaverous 
sort of way, ‘it is really too absurd.’ 

‘We might have got something at Braunceston 
if we'd only thought of it!’ and Edna tipped back 
her chair under the trees and looked at the barge 
in a manner that seemed open to discussion of the 
point. 

‘If only we'd stayed on the ‘ Junction,” ’ 
murmured the Artist, sadly. 

‘Yes, if we'd stayed on the “ Junction’ we could 
have borrowed bread and cheese, and nectar and 
ambrosia, from any passing barge; as it is—here 
in the wilderness—a fellow hasn’t a chance.’ 

‘You have looked in the biscuit box—care- 
fully ?’ inquired Mr. Squif, with a faint accent of 
expectancy, as if the vision of a ratafia had 
suddenly dawned brightly in a halo as possible 
food. 

‘Why not go and look for “The Shanty!” I 


suggested, hungrily. ‘It can’t be more than three 
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miles, and Mr. Gershom made no limitations as to 
calling hours in connection with our visit.’ 

Whereat the Cadet demurred. 

For the Bulwarks of Society may not be lightly 
sundered by a merely physical necessity. But the 
merely physical necessity being sturdily cherished 
by three, who declared themselves strangers and 
sojourners, and innocent not only of the times and 
dinner-bells, but of the very direction and locality 
of ‘The Shanty’ in question, we were at length 
permitted to reconnoitre for a dinner. 

Reconnoitring, we had to skirt the canal for 
some distance and cross at the head of the locks. 
This we had accomplished, and, passing on briskly 
enough, walked almost in at a door in an enor- 
mous creeper. The door, overhung by this srowth 
of bushy eyebrow, gave on the tiniest abode, I 
think, that was ever built. And, just inside, a 
little old woman, clad in rusty silk and wearing a 
plack lace cap twined about her ears by means of 
a violet thread, sat in a low chair watching. She 
did not speak. She did not seem surprised, or 


pleased, or annoyed. She raised her eyes reluct- 
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antly. They were disapproving eyes. They 
focussed themselves slowly through steel-rimmed 
spectacles and awaited results. They would have 
waited one of those unblinking periods which are 
only measured in the infinite. 

‘Do you know Mr. Gershom’s address ?’ 

‘Oh!’ The woman’s whole manner altered. 

Yes, she might say she knew Mr. Gershom. 
What did we want with him ? 

Quoth the Cadet, unblushingly, ‘We lunch at 
“The Shanty” to-day. I shall be obliged if you 
can direct me to the nearest road.’ 

Direct him—of course she could. Didn’t she 
know ‘The Shanty’? who should, indeed, if she 
didn’t? Hadn’t she found Mrs. Gershom the best 
friend she had in the world? No she hadn’t found 
s0 many that it was difficult to count ’em. 

We might as well come in, she added conde- 
scendingly. 

No, we would not go in. 

‘Oh, please—do ’e come in. I warn’t very 
pressing at first, but it’s on’y a way with me. I’m 
very pleased to make yer acquaintance—and I 

I 
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’opes as you'll not notice it. And so you'll please 
come in.’ 

Of course we had to go in. And the taciturn 
old lady grew voluble—as voluble as she of 
renown. She also developed a peculiarly 
embryonic wave of the hand, a gesture which 
appeared to have lain by. 

This Lady of the Locks would have it clearly 
perceived that she understood the entertaining of 
euests. She seated us all in a row. She said— 
‘Yow’ll inseuse as there’s no interduction ?’ 

We said we were happy to do so. 

‘We've been expecting of you. I didn’t think 
of it first. But p’raps ye are them folk ? ’ 

We replied that we weren’t quite sure. 

‘Well’—at any rate the young ladies had come 
down from ‘ The Shanty,’ and had mentioned ‘them 
folk? to her. She ‘considered’ we must be they, 
and it was unlucky that she had no ‘ sherry-wine.’ 
She really must apologise for not offering 1t to us, 
put she happened to be out of it. And then ‘ alco- 
holly fluids,’ she added brilliantly, ‘is always so 


heating to the stimic.’ 
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‘Oh yes,’ certainly she would put us on the 
nearest road to ‘The Shanty.’ Unfortunately she 
did not walk quite so smart as she used, but still— 
if we had no objections ?—she would walk with us 
part of the way. She was really afraid we should 
be too late for the Band of Brothers meeting. Mr. 
Gershom, of course, had told us she belonged to 
his Band of Brothers ? 

No! Well that was an omission. Really an 
omission On Mr. Gershom’s part. <A very gross 
omission. She would speak to him about it, but 
must we really be going? Then she would put 
on her bonnet—though there really was no hurry 
—well, of course if we would But still the lady 
dallied. 


She seemed to have grown nervous. She 


looked at the old teapot on the window-sill. She 
turned it the other way. She shut and opened the 
lid. She arranged the flowerpots, uneasily, one by 
one. She fidgeted. She glanced at the Cadet. 
She looked at Mr. Squif, and at last she made up 
her mind. She would speak to the Cadet. She 

wavered—and was lost. Then she had an idea, 


i 


od 
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She turned to Edna hopefully: everyone always 
did! She would not discriminate between the optic 
and cravat. Edna should mediate for her. And 
yet she hesitated still, standing at the window, fin- 
gering her tippet’s fringe, while I felt in my skirts 
for my purse. But I did not produce it. 

Mr. Gershom had told her we were travelling 
with a painter-gentleman, and the painter-gentle- 
man could paint ‘most h’anythink’! In her 
srowing eagerness the Lady of the Locks forgot 
she did not aspirate her vowel sounds. Now would 
the dear young lady h’ask the painter-gentleman— 
‘whichever of ’em ’tis—if he couldn’t just make a 
little picture of my bit of front garden and the ’ous ? 
—ifso be he could!’ 

The Artist responded modestly that ‘if he 
could’ he would, and not only paint the front 
garden, but insert the paling in front and the tea- 
pot in the window beside! The which he did next 
morning. So the Lady with a Yearning walked 
out to show us the way in a radiant frame of mind 
and a frescoed orient shawl, dispensing much volu- 


bility and practising the digit wave. The last 
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we saw of her was in a gesticulatory climax at a 
stile, from which a final injunction reached us— 
‘Go perpendicular toward the Spinny, and then 
keep bearing to the left straight on!’ 

Perpendicular we went toward the Spinny, 
through Lord Henley’s Park, and up and down 
along a dipping road for a long time—endlessly. 
And the only soul we met was one old birdscarer in 
a lean brown coat, with a face like a rosy crab-apple 
when the first frost wrinkles it. We asked him to 
direct us. But he could not understand our ques- 
tioning, though he leant on his long staff with his 
hand up to his ear, and asked what it was we said 
those many times. 

Then the village appeared. An undeveloped 
sort of place, with streets that straggled everywhere 
and whose sole possessors seemed to be two children 
playing by a ditch in their Sunday clothes. ‘The 
Shanty’ opened on this street. 

‘Mid-England and a mole-hill,’ murmured the 
Cadet, ‘alike, are the evidences of a people unseen 
on a week-day and who spend the Sabbath in 
bed.’ And he lifted the knocker on the door 
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of the old red house with almost a defrauded oie 
‘Most likely they'll be out.’ : 

But the Gershoms were not out. That would 
have been contrary to every natural law and the es- 
sence of allthings. For there are still lost nooks in 
England, and walls where the peaches mellow, and 
doors that are never shut. 

With a meditative finger buried in a book, Mr. 
Gershom answered the knock. 

‘Here they are!’ he called out, cheerily. And 
then, ‘ We had almost given you up—do you know 
that we’ve been waiting luncheon for hours ?’ 

And it was after sundown, and the hour was 
falling through the village from the evening bells, 
before ever we remembered that it isn’t always 
Sunday, and one cannot stay for ever—even at the 
red house. 

From the old walled garden—where the holly- 
hocks hob-a-nob with the currants, and the pansies 
entangle them both; where Mr. Gershom plucked 
reckless bouquets, and Miss Hilda and Miss Valerie 
and all their brothers.‘the boys,’ ranging down 


from Rugby, took possession of us; where to-day 
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is a daisy-chain and to-morrow a cowslip ball ; 
Mrs. Gershom, standing at the window, called us 
in to tea. Not frivolous tea in a Sévres eggshell 
with a spellican development of spoon which over- 
balances directly your eye is off it, but dainty little 
old blue cups arranged on a snowy cloth in a long 
low-ceilinged room. And tea in a silver teapot 
with an engraved inscription and Kingsley’s name 
upon it. It was pretty, graceful Miss Valerie who 
had baked the cakes and spread the snowy cloth, 
and who blushed so daintily when one approved 
the citron in the buns. And after tea we sat and 
talked in the old stone-flagged, carpeted kitchen, for 
there is no parlour at the red house. The piano 
in the corner balances the cooking range, and low 
chairs and latticed windows and a white wooden 
table play strange tricks with the conyentional. 
Almost as though a medieval legend were written 
on an B.S.V.P. card is the kitchen-drawing-room 
of the red house. 

Miss Hilda tended the garden. Miss Hilda had 
hazel eyes and a daintily moulded brow which 
I think the Muses might have envied. She 
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knew all the plants that grew. She weeded and 
watered the garden. She had planted the golden 
sunflowers and the big velvet pansies, and the 
purple ‘sops in wine’ that grew with the thyme 
and marjoram, the celery and rue; and she mixed 
claret cup with the blue borage from under the rose- 
tree, and grew valerian to heal sore eyes. When 
the garden was raked and watered Miss Hilda 
would sit under the trees and draw out a little red 
book and write fairy tales in it. But the fairies 
lived only in the little red book and nobody knew 
they were there. And afterwards, in the evening, 
when the garden is asleep Miss Hilda sits in the 
twilight in the old red house and weaves quaint 
harmonies, mystic and musical, out of the piano 
opposite the empty stove. 

To-night, Miss Hilda led me through the long, 
low rooms of the red house, and by its winding 
stairs and down its rambling lobbies, and knocked 
at a door in an angle. It opened on the study. 
Inside the Philanthropist sat dozing in his chair. 
He had trudged twelve miles to Buckby Wharf that 


afternoon to hold his Bible class. In a corner 
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stood the old bureau where uncomfortable facts 
were written which startled fat, well-to-do, easy- 
going England, and the shelves were full of books. 
Acts of Parliament, memos, tokens, and memorials 
strewed the walls and the shelves. On one there 
were a lamp of clay and an earthen vase. And 
Miss Hilda’s bright face grew sober as she told me 
these dusky toys formed part of forty-eight pounds 
weight which had been the daily burden of a tiny 
girl-child in the brickfields. On a table in a corner 
stood a queer brass, an extraordinary old snuff-box. 
It was considered a charm when it belonged to the 
gipsy Lees. The last descendant of the tribe gave 
it to Mr. Gershom as the most precious thing he 
had. There were the hieroglyphics on one side 
of a gipsy calendar. On the other, small arrows 
were engraved, designating its first possessor, one 
‘Mr. Right Door Smith.’ There were tiny triangles 
and stars, which signified when Right Door went 
to heaven; with a Romany motto, reading—‘ To 
the heart away.’ A mercenary gipsy had sold the 
charmed casket to Pope Sixtus the Sixth, but the 


gipsies got it again and wrote more Romany on it 
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as tribal events took place. There were curious 
signs, which denoted encampments. And scratched 
upon a corner, caligraphy, translatable—‘ Ei. Lee, 
1483.’ And Miss Hilda replaced it in the corner 
of the shelf with a strange, almost reverent, ex- 


pression in her quiet eyes. 
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CHAPTER IX 


r{\HE Gershoms had promised to breakfast at the 
Seven Locks, and the dew was deep on the 
orass as Edna and I discussed the possibility of 
their arrival without our first sending a waggon or 
a boat to bear them through the glitter. I re- 
nember I had just succeeded in seeing my own eye 
in our very diminutive handglass, and that it 
impressed me as betokening an era of increased 
aptitude for life on a canal—for a minute portion 
of the opposite wall of about the same diameter was 
the only reflection we generally managed to focus 
if vanity prompted us—when a faint interrogating 
sound outside the cabin door announced our wel- 
come visitors. 
‘ How early you are! Good morning,’ and Edna 
impulsively flung open the wooden shutters to a 


rush of sudden sunlight. But she paused upon 
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the threshold with the greeting on her lips. And the 
wide, mild face of a brindled cow rose from the 
contemplation of our furniture, and, protruding over 


the bulwark, lifted up its voice andlowed. Wisdom 
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‘HOW EARLY YOU ARE! GOOD MORNING’ 


crying in the marketplace was embodied in the 
attitude of that inquiring cow. But no one heeded 
Wisdom, and we all attended to the cow. The door 


at the other end of the barge flew open on the 
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instant, revealing two more inquiring attitudes, and 
Wisdom quirked her tail with an injured air of 


subdued astonishment, and gambolled off as Eccles 
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ECCLES WITH THE EGGS 


came down from the locks playing pitch-and-toss 
with a basketful of eggs. One gets more morning 
visitors in the country than in town, and if they 


are more simple they are not less inquisitive ! 
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Presently the Gershoms arrived, having walked 
before breakfast all the length of those miles with 
which we were acquainted. And I think I need 
hardly tell you how the Philanthropist ensconced 
himself paternally at once, and the Cadet was in 
his clement, and Mrs. Gershom rested as some 
sweet old portrait might, dainty, petite, a little 
concerned about us, and wholly charming and 
pleased ; or how awesomely gymnastic were the 
Gershom boys, and perilously narrow the gangway, 
and contented were we underneath it. But I possess 
no spell with which to convey to you the glistening 
of the dew on the daisies and the early sunshine 
and that indefinable something—call it a spirit of 
unworldliness—in Miss Hilda’s cool pink dress and 
Miss Valerie’s dark eyes. 

And the Artist’s elected point of view must 
be shown to them and approved, so the shady hats 
wandered away; and I noticed the Cadet had 
lingered a long way behind with Edna. Then Mrs. 
Gershom settled her chair in the shade to talk 
quietly awhile. And it occurred to me that this 


unobtrusive lady was responsible for a great deal 
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in her reserve and responsiveness, her reticence 
and ready interest in the people and things around 
her. 

If I should tell you all the pretty, quaint sug- 
eestions of remarks Miss Hilda found in the 
upholstered incidents we showed her in our cabin 
Tam afraid this chapter would be very long, though 
our creative pride absorbed them all, and more. 
She peeped into Mrs. Bargee’s domain under the 
rudder bar, and won the heart of that most flattered 
boat-woman by begging of her a big, white sun- 
bonnet all newly starched, to write fairy stories in 
under the old plum-trees in the hollyhock gardez 
at home. 

All too soon it began to grow hot, and Eccles 
and Dob came trailing down the towing-path and 
Miss Hilda and Miss Valerie and the rampant 
schoolboys, and gentle Mrs. Gershom, and the 
Seven Locks faded away behind us till the distance 
framed them in the peaceful setting of a summer 
idyl that has passed. 

The Philanthropist came on with us, he had 
business to do at Hillmorton ; but Talbot and Mr. 
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Squif lingered as the barge moved off. They 
thought they would escort the—schoolboys! home, 
and catch us up at the other side of the tunnel. 

It is a long way by canal from the Seven Locks 
to the Braunceston Tunnel, and it was noon when 
we reached the gorge between the quivering larches 
that creep by the dark portal in the hill. For, 
from the level of a bate the trees grow overhead 
into the sky, and in front the gloomy hillside shuts 
out every murmur of the green world beyond. 

‘This is not your first experience of tunnel 
navigation ?’ asked Mr. Gershom, nervously. I 
think he was afraid that we might begin to scream 
as the slow boat entered the darkness. And he 
set-a light to the lamp. Its yellow gleam fell on 
the murky arches and glittered on long stalactites, 
pointing grim fingers at the miserable water as 
if in saturnine derision of its stagnant loath- 
someness. And now and again a sullen sparkling 
tear dripped heavily down from the roof and 
quivered, prismatic for a moment, as it passed 
through the light. 


‘So, the departed spirits ferry with Charon 
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down’ the melancholy Styx,’ murmured Edna, 


pensively. 


THE PHILANTHROPIST BEGAN TO SPEAK OF THE BAND OF BROTHERS 


‘Or the grey Sisters on the funeral barge 
carry off King Arthur,’ I responded, flippantly. 
But our voices seemed to come from a very long 
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way off, and the silence welled up, intervening lke 
a remorseful memory. Then, and almost as though 
he were speaking to himself and not to us at all of 
what lay nearest to his heart, the Philanthropist 
began to tell us of the Band of Brothers. 

We had seen the lodge in which the Brothers 
were wont to assemble ; a masonic apartment with 
diamond-shaped window-panes and a wide chimney 
corner and simple-minded benches with straight 
backs, as innocent of cushions as of the social 
problems and ducal precedence. It had once been 
the granary of the old red house, and still, to an 
outsider, possessed the comforting sort of roof that 
only granaries get of those strange mellow lichens 
which subsist deliciously upon the nutritious 
dearth contained in a sun-dried brick. 

Sitting in the half-light of a subterranean ~ 
tunnel the Grand Master of the Order told us of its 
mysteries. The light played fantastically in the 
flowing whiteness of his beard, and cast queer 
shadows from his wideawake as he spoke of the 
time, and the patience, and the trivial things that 


impeded the adding of one iota to the sum of 
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human contentment. He told us of the simple vows 
that the Band of Brothers have taken, and the way 


they are linked together, and the symbols they 


Cit NS \ Se 
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SITTING IN THE HALF LIGHT OF A SUBTERRANEAN TUNNED 


employ. And a sudden responsibility came down 
and overwhelmed me, for the mere mention of 
a vow holds some magnetic power of attracting 


i, 
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proselytes, and through the murky twilight I knew 
that Edna’s face was full of interest. What if we 
should emerge from this wrought atmosphere with 
another Brother on board! A Brother philan- 
thropically callow, but devoted henceforth largely 
to The Race, to the subtle muffling of that string 
which, vibrating to a single tension in the individual, 
had meant to me my friend. Universal humanity 
is no doubt very noble, but individual selfishness is 
a creat deal more immediate. 

‘The form of initiation is very impressive and 
simple,’ said Mr. Gershom gently, and in the glow 
of the light the words struck me as irresistibly 
persuasive. 

‘And ever afterwards,’ he said, ‘ Brothers only 
salute with the left hand, in token that though the 
left-hand side of society is still unheeded by others 
we clasp its poorest and its meanest in the kindly 
erasp of friends.’ 

Then she’d be a democrat and never go to 
dances. 

‘Show me,’ said Iidna softly, ‘how you initiate 


people.’ 
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It was very still in the half-light of the tunnel. 
No one had spoken in more than a whisper for 
the last half hour; but the steam-tug panted a 


little out of the far distance, and the air grew 
suddenly cold. 


The voice of the white-haired Grand Master fell 
in measured syllables, as Luther may have spoken 
to his first proselyte. The initiation proceeded from 
the beginning to the end. He crossed his hands, 
wrist touching wrist, masonic-wise, and she put 
hers upon them, like a child, obediently. 

‘And hereby the Brothers promise ’—but we 
had passed out of the tunnel. 

‘It does not seem difficult to become a 
Brother,’ observed Iidna carelessly. 

‘No, if seems very easy,’ he answered quietly, 
responding to the salute of a boatman punting 
by at the moment. 

And then he iaughed very merrily. ‘In fact, now 
T come to think of it, I am not at all certain that 
you aren’t formally enrolled in this same Band of 
Brothers!’ 


Oh, no!’.said Hdna seriously. ‘I don’t think 


134 TWO GIRS 20ONGAPDARGE 


I’m quite prepared to be so humane as that.’ It 
was most unreasonable, but I felt almost provoked 
with her that moment when the Philanthropist’s 
face fell. I think he would have liked us to 
have felt a little more deeply on the subject of his 
cult. | 

We found our lost pedestrians sitting on a 
bank, and were working our way slowly through 
the barges which thronged the mouth of the tunnel, 
being punted, or rather ‘quanted’ as he would 
have called it, by our own Bargee, when sudden 
undercurrents and certain social rapids lashed 
themselves about us for the which we were unpre- 
pared by any former experience. 

After all, our canal was not quite regenerate. 
But I think besotted Mrs. Bradshaw in her tumbled 
dirty bonnet on her unkempt, filthy barge was the 
most melancholy spectacle that I have ever seen. 
She stood cursing Mr. Gershom. She rated him 
soundly and roundly with no niceties of sarcasm as 
we do in polite society, and the contrast was more 
than pathetic. She, with her passionate ignorance to 


envenom her woman’s tongue, scolding the Philan- 
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much as a single word. But he looked relieved 
when she remarked that her wrath was individual, 
and she ‘had nothing agin the boat he was on, or 
the folks as he were with—they hadn’t took her 
children away to send ’em to publicschool.’ This 
moot point of compulsory education was the rock 
she foundered on. 

It was a difficult question, and beyond even the 
Cadet’s logic to unravel. It is hard to remove the 
children—when there are more than two the 
Kiducation Act previses, and after the age of twelve 
—but then so is the life of a bargee. For the tiny 
cottage on shore, which may be empty this week 
and next and the one that is to come, for anything 
Mrs. Bargee knows or can know to the contrary, 
is scarcely to be expected to compensate her in a 
single Sunday of home comfort for her cramped 
wanderings in theinterwhile. Thereforeit was that 
Mr. Gershom said, as the harsh voice of the bargee 
woman died away into the distance—‘ the first 
bargee who made his home upon a barge deserved to 
have been hanged.’ 


So we glided on, a3 the afternoon was waning, 
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to Braunceston, Mrs. Bargee’s home. Her little 
cottage stood among the trees, a new red brick 
edifice, which she pointed out with a glow of pride 
in its bare angular walls disproportionate to their 
appearance. Thered brick cottage had been the 
vista towards which all her careful housewifery had 
striven for two-and-twenty years. It had not long 
been built in dry red brick. But it had risen inch 
by inch with every little saving, as a castle in the 
air that the Brownies and the -fairies might 
create some day for her and the Bargee. And 
she stood and watched it till the trees hid it safely 
away, and quite forgot to nudge Kccles to that 
undemonstrative decorum which he found so 
profitless. ‘It’s a little house,’ she said, and she 
took the rudder from Eccles as we went up through 
the locks. 

It was very desolate out in the flat country, 
and the sky became overcast and grey after we 
passed Braunceston. There wasn’t a sign of life or 
a figure in the landscape—only once a surly lock- 
keeper, who wanted to see our passport, and 1b 


began to rain in a fitful, irritated way. After a 
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long time we came toa cluster of cottages standing 
back sullenly together. They looked rebellious 
somehow. 


‘Here, said Mr. Gershom, ‘is the parting of 


the ways—yours to go on through the fields, mine 
to face a fact.’ 

Then he went, as he had come, alone. 

The rain spattered on the cottages, and a gust 
of wind tossed his white hair spitefully. And the 
Cadet suddenly took off his cap and stood bare- 
headed for a moment as the old man turned the 


corner out of sight. 
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CHAPTER X 


APPY-are they who have no history! Then, 
floating leisurely beneath a summer sky 

does not conduce to the making of history. Inc- 
dent, quotha? The tiniest ripple in the water 1s 
an incident to the bargee. One day our Bargee 
taught us to tell ‘what’s o’clock’ by the sun. 
But I do not think our telling was quite so 
correct as his. One day the Cadet rode Dob, and 
Dob kicked up his heels, objecting to being ridden, 
for he waxed fat and ate beans in the new order of 
things. Already we began to contemplate a time 
when he would sit in the shade and leave us to 
trail the barge. One day he stood still on the 
bank, and the Bargee, indicating all the meadows 
in a large-minded way, observed, ‘This be Rugby, 
sir.’ We looked for Rugby, and presently, beyond 


a tangled vista of green lanes, perceived it on a 
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hill, bestuck with all its spires—a wholesome, 
workaday spot, that turns towards the future 
rather than back to the past. 

A town that drives by in its broughams and 
paces stately on its sidewalks, and is careful for 
many to-morrows. Rugby is full of good sense and 
inestimable morals and solid level worth, with a 
preat deal of human charity—once it is indubitably 
certain that the blind tinker in the road is by no 
possibility a fraudulent mendicant. Except that I 
cannot imagine a fraudulent beggar in Rugby! 
They'd have him in an almshouse before he had 
been there a day. The almshouses creep up to the 
lych gate, and the sun lingers on the windows, in 
the shadow of the church, and town-hall and 
markets and spires crowd jostling about them in 
an orderly, tidied confusion. But, in spite of the 
long wide streets and the sonsy air of the place, a 
something of immutable reserve pervades these 
modern white walls, a curious diction of the atmo- 
sphere that is only given out of the great persistency 
of an academic centre or a cathedral town. 


And beyond, in a cool, still chapel, we saw Dr. 
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Arnold’s grave, out of the heart-throb and striving, 
at rest from the common routine. And the rich, 
red light of the windows glowed, softening in the 
silence, through the names of Rugby boys: Adams, 
who fell at Inkerman, and Hodson, of Hodson’s 
Horse, Mansel, and Abercrombie, and Major-Genc. 
ral Skerratt, who led the storming party of Bergen- 
op-Zoom in *14, and General the Earl of Carysfort, 
and Miller, and Holbeche, and Biddulph, Cave, and 
Carte, and Parkhurst, Matthew Arnold, Dean 
Stanley, Walter Savage Landor, and all the mighty 
schoolboys, from Selborne to Macready. » 

But a little thing suffices to hitch the story of 
the sublime to the tag of the grotesque. All senti- 
ment depends on its environment, and, for us, the 
component parts of Rugby were all mixed in a blue 
Delft bowl—a best bowl, very precious. 

Hear the wail of a bowl. The tale is easily 
told. 

The night we came to Rugby, or ever we got to 
the town, collectively, we hungered. A little cot- 
tage stood on the bank with a flickering hght in 


the window. Edna went in and borrowed the 
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bowl. In it were sundry fragments of a roasted 
chicken—which she borrowed first. 

‘Tf it had only been the fowl it wouldn’t have 
mattered,’ she repeated at intervals afterwards, 
‘because, of course, I paid for it. But the bowl 
was very precious, and it was only lent.’ 

What made the matter worse was that the 
maiden lady to whom the bowl had belonged had 
confided so much to Edna. She not only had sold 
her all that was left of her fowl, but she came out- 
side the door and stooped in her little garden to 
find parsley to embellish it. She fumbled very 
tenderly in the weedy border. 

‘They bits,’ she said to Edna, ‘ was once a lle 
white Dorkin’ with a crest at the back of ’er ’ed. 
And now I’ve packed ’er in the best blue bowl and 
parsley ’under ’er wing—and if ’er aint satisfied 
‘er ought to be!’ 

‘It was like burying a child to her,’ quoth 
Edna hysterically. 

We tried to return the best blue bowl. We did 
our best to return it, but it wouldn’t be returned. 
We couldn’t find the cottage. It had been dusk in 
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the evening, and next day the cottage was gone. 
The blue bowl haunted us for days. Edna carried 
it wherever she went. It dogged our footsteps in 
Rugby. Then it disappeared. And the water lay 
hike a long unwoven skein stretching before and 
after to far Rugby on the hill before ever I sus- 
pected its fate. While we were in the chapel the 
Cadet interred the best blue bowl under a little 
. prickly bush at the top of a very high bank. 

One day the shadow of a rival embittered our 
horizon. <A strange cruiser in our waters !—a long, 
brown, rakish vessel, which we found tethered to a 
woodyard. We had to investigate this most unli- 
censed craft. The foreman of the woodyard showed 
us over it. It was the Survey Company’s boat, on 
which some dozen gentlemen embark once in two 
or three years and patrol the canal to the naviga- 
tional extent of several Commissioners’ reports. 
The boat was the sumptuous receptacle of much 
hard furniture. Benches were nailed to the walls— 
polished walls, and slippery benches, and with an 
arid waste of table firmly secured to the floor. A 


spacious mahogany abode. But not half so 
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pretty and tasteful as the well of a certain salt 
barge. 

The thing which impressed the foreman, and 
which he impressed upon us, dated back two years, 
to the last voyage of the houseboat. The Com- 
missioners, he told us, having journeyed a space, 
wrote their reports and returned. And in the 
steward’s pantry over and above the mighty zest 
of their consumption are still fifty-two bottles of 
choicest Moselle. These our friend the foreman 
drew out one by one and arranged about us with a 


deprecating air of argumentative humility. 


But the record of a barge wound on from dusk 
to dawn along the pleasant waterways. And 
stealthily, silently creeping up between low banks, 
slowly gliding by the shingle to the denser shadows 
of Godiva’s town, we came to Coventry, and on the 
farthest outskirts of her mantle, just where its 
border wears a sheen of poetry and its hem curves 
gently to the water, we dropped anchor, lingering. 

Yet polite conversation and the mainspring of 


life in Coventry do not appear to hinge on the 
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rude Harl and his lady with that fond insistency 
which the tourist is led to expect. In Godivaland 
they seem to know less of Godiva than the stranger 
who sojourns there. They scarcely remember 


where they buried her so gently in the days that 


THE LADY GODIVA 


are gone by. Small wonder. Her grave is ina 
builder’s lot, and nettles and convolvulus have 
grown over the rude Harl’s tomb in the porch of 
the monastery that has crumbled away into the 
brick-strewn sod. 

But ‘ye cittie of Coyentrie,’ with its bulging 


L 
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walls and its time stains, has not changed with the 
ages. It is only the cut of the farthingales and the 
patter of the clogs which have altered in these 
streets of a thousand summers. Besides, there is 
‘Peeping Tom,’ one remembers, up among the 
windows of the King’s Head Inn. He has no longer 
any need to bore ‘a little augerhole,’ because he has 
no choice but watch the people passing in the street 
until his stone eyes chip out with the weather. 

We had seen a picture of Coventry, Edna and I, 
in London. A picture of the street through which 
Godiva rode, told faithfully and tenderly in sober 
truthful tones. The painter seemed to have trailed 
his wonderful pencils through the colour region 
where the heron gets his wings. He had dreamed 
and painted those steep cobble stones and twisted 
gable turrets and sunken window-panes which, 
gathering conviction in ruddy tints of sepia, formed 
the street in Coventry that we had come to find. 
And we sought it conscientiously—by tram. 

Sitting in the cramped street car, we went up 
through Coventry, seeking the painter’s picture. 


We were ready to spring out at the first appear= 


COVENTRY 


Yeon 


Tag 
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ance of the street, and, with umbrellas used as 
alpenstocks, do homage to the artist and his 
immortal canvas. For along time we journeyed 
in the serenity inborn of perfect confidence—past 
the three tall spires, those tapering fingers of. the 
city glinting the sensitive colour of the quick of a 
human nail; by the tiny white statue of the civic 
notable; and out beyond that desert place which 
nestles mildly desolate and comfortably sad about 
the little station-house, never doubting but the 
painter would keep faith with us. <A thousand 
times we found the spirit of the work; nowhere its 
arrangement. The picture was arranged. And the 
tram stopped at the terminus, and they changed 
the tired horses. 

But there are real streets in Coventry. And 
their crumpled devious turnings, threading back 
under timbered house-fronts which project in the 
upper story like petrified forked lightning, if you 
can imagine such a thing grown very old and 
decrepit, led us softly through the city, where the 
old order scarcely changes, and the new has never 


begun ; for, in spite of Cash’s factory outside, and 
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the watchmakers’ guilds, and the tricycles, the 
ancient traditions of the place are not ousted to 
the back streets. It is not hard, when one is in 
Coventry, to understand why the Greyfriars’ spire 
was permitted to stand untouched and unmolested 
in its useless solitary beauty, occupying valuable 
land for just three hundred years after the old 
monks, and their masses, and refectory, and all 
their gates and walls, had passed into oblivion. 
Bven the land agents in Coventry are susceptible 
and diffident—a race of antiquaries! And it was 
only when the elements, wind and storm and 
tempest, threatened the delicate joy, that these 
reverent guardians approached, and choosing lov- 
ing architects, the gentlest of their cratt, laid the 
nave of Christ Church beside the old monks’ spire. 
Thus the past and the present are welded, and the 
feud of the ages forgotten, and the monks’ beautiful 
legend is wedded to the architect’s faith. 

Come with me to Coventry. And saunter by the 
tilted doorways under the shelving gables, sitting 
with the cautious fisher-boys where the shadows 


lengthen and the town makes way for the pond, 
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but quietly, not to frighten the minnows, and 
then steal away very softly to the funniest old 
bowling-gsreen you have ever stumbled on. It 
hides behind Bablake Church—built on the 
‘babblelake’ of ground Queen Isabel gave some- 
body, and a little wooden door admits you to the 
quaint old square, hedged in by the transverse 
beams of the plaster walls that the Tudor archi- 
tects loved. Only a green plot of grass and a 
blue patch of sky, and the queer old houses all 
round. But the very breezes blowing from the 
cornfields grow feudal as they pass. By-and-by 
hearing voices, a very old bent man, in a long 
velvet coat, will step out ofa high-silled door. He 
carries a key in his hand, and he raises a wide- 
brimmed hat and talks with slow garrulity of the 
‘Hospital’ behind him. It is the Hampton Court 
of Coventry—for those who, like himself, are 
pensioners in the present on the bounty of the 
past. At last we say good-bye to him, as one 
does in Coventry, with a sense of faint regret 
that is as indefinable as the scarce scent of 


strawberry leaves, which only gardeners perceive, 
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And not till the key grates in the closing door 
will it have seemed possible that we may have been 
trespassing. 

Then there is ‘Ford’s Hospital,’ in Grey- 
friars’ Lane, where twenty old women sif in the 
sun, happy in the possession of three-and-sixpence 
a week and coal, living out these latter holidays 
when the week’s wash is folded away and the 
scouring is done, surrounded by the gateways of 
a medizval fairy tale. 

But Edna says she will whisper something to 
you before you buy your ticket on the Metropolitan 
Extension. Of course, you must live on a barge 
when you go to Coventry. And you must let your 
coming be unknown and your departure linger 
always as the shadow of a sorrow which is scarcely 
understood. You must pass as the slender spires 
brood in the white moonlight and the great organ 
of St. Michacl’s trembles out into the pathway, and 
go by in the narrow street between the dark piles 
of the churches up to the big library, where the 
chairs scroop on the floor. 


After that you may go to the play ! 


TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE 


152 


Stgied 


Ue 


S HOSPITAL, COVENTRY 


’ 


FORD 


TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE 153 


There are three theatres in Coventry, and while 


we were there sometimes a Dress Circle. Edna 


THE PROPRIETOR KINDLY PERMITTED US TO WEAR 
MORNING DRESS 


and I obtained a dispensation from all three pro- 
prietors, and went in our caps and reefers. Our 


escort asked no permission and went in its over- 
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coat. At the Royal Opera House we noted that 
the two people who occupied the Stalls had this 
privilege also. The Cadet would have preferred us 
each to sit in a different row, to show our apprecia- 
tion of the proprietor’s courtesy, and lend a crowded 
air to the house; but Edna thought the compli- 
ment might not be understood. I am sorry that 
we can’t remember more about the play. Shrieks 
fill up most of the gaps. The music, however, 
consisted of such affecting melodies as ‘Flying 
Moments’ and ‘ The Dove,’ and Edna was moved 
almost to tears. I offered her my pocket-hand- 
kerchief. 

On sunny mornings the Henry Irving of this 
company absorbed the dramatic afflatus, in white 
ducks and a billycock, on the pavements of the 
High Street. It was wonderful how much afflatus 
this Henry Irving could absorb. I have even seen 
him talking down the ventilation grating in the 
top hat of the Mayor. The Mayor was a little 
man, and his tiny toes all tingled in his little 
boots when he walked with this Henry Irving. 


We took great interestin the Mayor. We got quite 
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attached to him-—from afar and humbly—theo- 
retically attached to him ; remembering his civic 
pomp and dignity, when the Coventry Irving 


was not walking beside him. 
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CHAPTER XI 


N one of the oldest streets in Coventry on a 
sunny afternoon we walked meditativewise; and 
presently amongst the jovial, jostling eaves grimac- 
ing at every angle and winking over the way wo 
found the school where they taught George Ehot 
the construction of the English tongue. It was an 
unpretentious old house, just a little taller than its 
neighbours, and ruddy and sunburned of aspect. 
It might have been the very same which Maggie 
Tulliver, her prototype, attended in the town, while 
Aunts Glegg and Pullet resided over at Guy’s Cliff 
or Nuneaton, a house which the modern architect 
would straightway have put on a back-board to 
counteract curvature; for, lke all the rest of 
Godfather Punch’s playthings put away in Little 
Park Street, it crouches blinking in the sun, set- 
tling down bulgily, much as the robins do before 


they go tosleep. Over the door of this house there 
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is a great concave impression as if some monster 


mollusk had come and wallowed there, the which 


IN ONE OF THE OLDEST STREETS 
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One-of-us palzontologically alluded to as ‘ your 
Amalekite’ in conversing with the lady within. 

She was an amiable lady, the Principal—for 
the house is still a school—and she was accus- 
tomed to ponder on small errors of orthography. 
She looked perplexed for a moment, and then she 
answered quietly that she didn’t think the device 
was exactly an Amalekite, but the Ammonites were 
connections of theirs she believed ?—which was 
very crushing, and One-of-us nearly blushed. 

The Principal didn’t personally remember 
George Eliot—which did not seem extraordinary. 
She had been one of her predecessor’s pupils, and 
something in her manner suddenly jarred as she 
offered to show us the schoolroom where Marian 
Evans had studied. 

It was. strange, coming in from the sunlight 
into those old dark passages that George Eliot had 
known. Down by the canal it had been much 
simpler to follow the bent of her pen. Mrs. 
Poysers we had found in half a dozen farms, and 
there it had not been hard to understand why all 


time should vibrate to Dinah Morris or an Adam 
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Bede. But here in the old schoolroom, dingy and 
emotionless under its low ceiling, and, as it were, 
pensively revolving the problem of why Maria 
Jones should always crib Sarah Tomkyn’s sums 
instead of doing her own, everything grew complex, 
and Romola’s deeper insight crept in the dusky 
corners of the room. The one old-fashioned win- 
dow was big and square enough, and yet the long 
dark table stood in perpetual twilight at the further 
end of the solitude. It was not term time now, 
and the students had gone home. 

Outside, the narrow garden was full of mignon- 
ette, and the Principal stooped and picked it, and 
said genius was a snare, and passing back into the 
house showed us more of the old school. She 
was a connection of Shelley’s, and his portrait hung 
over the mantel, a quiet, shy young man, with 
very fair light whiskers. She gave his genealogy 
as she stood by the silent portrait, yet I came away 
with the impression that he was her maternal 
aunt, which, of course, was quite impossible! But 
I hadn’t been listening to the pedigree, I was 
thinking of George Eliot and the bit of mignonette. 
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After that we found another little house at the 
top of a tiny, steep garden, and a dear old gentle 
lady who remembered Marian Evans. ‘Yes,’ and 
she was very glad that we had come to her, for she 
liked to remember those days. Her sister had 
known Miss Evans when they were both at school, 
and they had been close friends—with the friend- 
ship that exists between a senior pupil and a 
younger girl. Miss Evans was so strangely quict, 
so reserved and diffident amongst them, that it 
had been difficult to know her. She was too 
sincere to have many friends; but she had often 
come to tea in the little parlour where we sat. And 
there they would talk in the twilight—George Eliot 
on a footstool at the other’s knee, ‘as 16 might be 
you, my dear,’ said the old lady, gently, to Hdna. 
Miss Evans never said very much in those days, 
but she thought about things, and quietly came 
to conclusions that startled the elder girl into 
many discussions, where often she was worsted. 
The old lady herself had been young with them, 
but, as a younger sister should, she only listened 


from her corner unobserved, and said good-night 
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to the school-girl friends when they put on their 
hats to go, as she would to the minor prophets. 
She asked if we had-seen the school, offering to 
be our cicerone there, and if we were memoir- 
hunting, and whether we knew the town? We 
told her we were only village maidens living on a 
barge, and come to see the world, with an escort 
waiting for us in the street below, who were 
apt to grow impatient. But, she said, in Coventry 
there was always time, and all George Eliot’s 
characters were faithful portraits of the people 
she had known, and here in Warwickshire one 
could trace them nearly all. The doing so might 
not reveal the hidden spring of her genius, but 
the secret of her sympathy and her comprehension 
would unravel at every step. Over there on the 
wall—did we see ?—was the painted half-length 
of the queer old gentleman who sat to her for the 
dissenting minister in ‘Felix Holt.’ George Ehot 
had loved to study it, noting the deeps and curves 
of the curious pensive face, and talking of the 
eccentric kindly personage whom we have also 
known in ‘little Mr. Lyon.’ 


M 
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Kilated by these researches, somebody started 
the theory that Ellen Terry had lived in Coventry. 
But on this point the town is reticent—am- 
bitious, of course, but quite distressingly truth- 
ful. Rumour has selected a little tall dark house 
in a little short wide street to honour as her 
sometime home. But inside we found a German 
Jew was measuring tape by the yard, who only 
vouchsafed in reply to the Cadet’s polite interest 
in his residence that he had heard something 
about some other people who had lived there once. 

‘ Lots of folks had lived in houses,’ seemed to 
be the gist of his philosophy—it is impossible to 
draw any histrionic inspiration from a person who 
has no more respect for a rumour than that! 
But there were many dusty, dusky, queer old 
possibilities about the little tall dark house, and 
I should like to know if ‘our Ellen’ loved it 
before she moved to Ravenswood and listened to 
the prophetic Ailsie? I have observed that in- 
formation as corroborated by a German Jew is 
usually satisfying, even in biography, and we did 


not propose to him to pursue inyestigation further 


TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE 163 


than the inner shop. Instead, we went home to 
ruminate on human fallacies, and stake our kings 
and aces in that intellectual game, ‘ Van John.’ 

It was the last evening of our happy gipsy 


life, and the dark tarpaulin cavern of the barge 


‘LOTS OF FOLKS HAD LIVED IN HOUSES’ 


was no longer either weird or strange, though the 
lamps flickered and the shadows fell just as they 
did on that first stormy night, when terror lurked 
only in the depth of the silence. ‘Van John’ was 
going merrily when Eccles crept out of some 
unexpected retreat. He was cautiously avoiding 


M 2 
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his bed-time. That he often did, but to-night 
there was something more. 

‘Please, I don’t like Qua’ventary,’ he wailed. 

‘Indeed,’ inquired Mr. Squif, pausing in the 
dealing of the cards; ‘and why do you disapprove 
of Coventry ?’ 

But Kecles’ only reply was a dismal washing 
of his little srubby fingers in his big blue eyes. 

‘Small boy, what’s the matter? What have 
you been doing?’ asked the artist kindly, but 
regarding him with a disconcerted air of helpless- 
ness. 

‘I doesn’t warnt mine li’le cubby-housen full 
o’ sarlt,’ and the big tears glistened through the 
lamentable accents of Eccles, the sometime auto- 
crat. 

‘But, Eccles, you don’t take in salt at Coventry.’ 

‘I knows that!’ indignantly. 

‘Well, then, what’s the matter ?’ 

But Eccles only wept afresh. 

‘Look here, young man, I think you ought to 
be in bed.’ 

‘No-o0,’ sobbed the tiny figure, with much 
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determination, and then: ‘J likes terbacker fume ;’ 
and through the faint, heavy fragrance of his 
cigarette, curling up to the open flap of the roof, 
where the rain spattered in a futile, irritated 
sort of way, Eccles’ unconscious remark encircled 
Mr. Squif with a delicate rebuke—the Bargee 
never smoked, he was not permitted. 

But he did not follow up his advantage. 

‘I don’t likes Qua’ventary,’ he echoed dismally ; 
‘IT likes milk for breakfas’.’ 

‘Hiccles,’ said Hdna, gravely, ‘is that the only 
reason you are sorry we are going ?’ 

But HKecles, being whisked away in Mrs. 
Bargee’s arms, only sobbed pathetically, ‘I likes 
milk for breakfas’.’ 

‘There is nothing for it,’ said the Cadet, de- 
cisively, ‘ but to charter the town crier and advertise 
the loi.’ 

‘Or take it back to London.’ 

‘Or shirk the responsibility, and go!’ 

The Cadet did not swear ‘by Peter and by 


Paul,’ but he very strongly objected to taking it 
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back to London. It was a pretty dilemma. Here 
were we possessed of a barge-load of furniture, 
hourly expecting to see our saloon heave anchor 
and swing out to other waters, leaving our chairs 
and chattels piled neatly on the towing-path. 

‘Why not sell by auction ?’ 

I don’t know who suggested it, Of course we 
would sell by auction! Dutch auction on the 
towing-path. 

‘But not h’everythink!’ exclaimed Mrs. Bar- 
gee, ‘you won't never part from h’everythink ?’ 

«« H’everythink ”’!’ I answered, counting out 
the cups. 

‘But not the lile red washstand ?’ 

‘ Fiven the little red washstand.’ 

The Cadet made, straightway, an inventory ; the 
Artist painted a poster. 

The poster we hung on the gangway, where it 
fluttered, brilliant red letters, to the huge excite- 
ment of Eccles and the neighbours over the way. 
Eccles spelt it out in shrill, small, unfinished gasps, 
a syllable in every interlude of elbowing the urchins 


who were hurrying down from the town to sco 
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What was going on. Then this same Eccles was 
despatched to advertise his knowledge to Rab and 
Bobtail and Tiglath, his acquaintances, 

The poster ran :— 


AT ONCE. 
THE EFFECTS OF THE BARGE INDUSTRIOUS.’ 
A valuable and unique collection of 
HOLIDAY ASSOCIATIONS 
Will be Sold by Auction. Owners have to 


CATCH A TRAIN. 


After selecting the fittest amongst these as a 
slight token of regard—as the Christmas cards so 
affectingly put it—to Mrs. Bargee, the inventory 
of Holiday Associations was complete, and inspired 


a lordly and magnificent sense of possession in itself, 


‘One Table,’ it began. — 

‘Tour Steamer Chairs. 

‘Two Camp Stools. 

‘four Mattresses (very small), 
‘Four Pillows (very large), 
‘One Milk Jug, 
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‘One Looking-elass. 

‘Two Lamps. 

‘Three Tumblers. 

‘One Teapot. 

‘Four Blankets. 

‘Six Cups and Five Saucers. 
‘Seventeen Plates. 

‘One small red Washstand. 
‘Three Knives. 


‘Six Spoons and a Fork.’ 


Mrs. Bargee had lent us forks hitherto, three- 
pronged iron ones. They were rather sharp, but 
you soon grew careful in these matters. 

‘hen the people began to arrive—careful boat- 
women from the towing-path; small dealers from 
the town; the inevitable Hebrew, of course; the 
young woman who was thinking of setting up house ; 
and Paterfamilias, the butcher, who came to see 
because he was passing by; and all the babies of 
all of them; and everybody who had nothing else 
to do. We had been perplexed as to the conduct- 


ing and motive power of this sale, for neither Mr. 
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Squif nor the Cadet would accept the post of 
auctioneer. We need not have been uneasy. It 


conducted itself. 
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‘Good-day to ye, me dears,’ said an old barge- 
woman in the front, ‘ye ain’t a-goin’ to sell they 
pretty cheers?’ The Hebrew elbowed himself 


nearer warily. 
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‘Yes,’ responded Mrs. Bargee, ‘ we’s not a-goin’ 
to keep ’em.° 

‘Thinks I'll ’ave one o’ they,’ said the old 
woman, ‘do proper for my house. *Ow much d’ye 
want for ’im, neighbour ?’ 

The affair had passed out of our hands alto- 
gether. Mrs. Bargee, flushed with her own 
generosity in parting with our furniture, asked 
‘what might be’ the depth of the barge-woman’s 
desire for a ‘cheer.’ The barge-woman thought a 
shilling—and the deck-chair departed, grasped in 
her capacious arms, to watch its fellows from the 
outskirts of the acquisitive, whispering, nudging 
little crowd, round which Hecles danced the exu- 
berant Highland flings of a callow bantam. 

The insidious Hebrew bided his time, and 
carried off all the mattresses by a masterly reluc- 
tance, which caused Mrs. Bargee to jump at him 
and the crowd to draw back in deference, but the 
Cadet to turn aside to cover his emotions of indig- 
nant mirth. Everybody offered her own price and 
nobody out-bid her, no one coveted her neighbour’s 


goods or forgot to pay for her own, and Mrs. Bargee 
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reigned everywhere, beneficent and bountiful. A 


most satisfactory Sale! Only when the young 


woman of matrimonial intentions professed a 


THE SALE 
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superficial interest in the very last deck chair did 
unruffled unanimity receive a passing shock. A 
well-to-do stranger, in the Commercial Travelling 
interest, was rude enough to out-bid her. But Mrs. 
Bargee loftily ignored his ill-timed multiple till the 
young woman was served. Then, ‘Ye should ’ave 
spoken soonder,’ she called out to him—and he went 
away. It was a Sale possessed of principles! And 
everything was sold, except the lv’le red washstand. 
‘I moight as well ’ave ‘im,’ one old body had said. 
‘Very sorry, Mrs. Sanders,’ responded our auctioneer, 
‘but I’ve made up me mind to ’ave’im myself.’ So, 
Mrs. Sanders thought she ‘ moight as well ’ave the 
teapot instid, for they do always come in so ’andy.’ 

Everything was sold. The barge looked very 
desolate denuded of its dhurries and hangings, its 
chairs and sketchbooks and china. The crowd had 
dispersed with our furniture. Liven the tiny empty 
cabins on deck belonged to the Bargee as a gift, 
and the boards and planks would be taken down 
and turned to other uses as soon as we were gone. 

But the little gay cabin at the rudder did not 


make any change for this. Such a wonderful little 
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cabin, too, that held so much and showed go very 
little. The round clock was let in the wall. The 
table, where the Bargee’s supper was already spread 
—for it had grown late meanwhile—was only a 
board flap by the stove. But the little stove itself 
was a kitchen and laundry in one, with its roasting 
plate and oven, and kettle boiling on the top, and 
bright brass rail behind to hang the clothes upon. 
The big, flat cupboard in the wall held all the 
household gods, and little hooks and hanging jugs 
and tiny drawers filled all the crannies and the 
corners of the room. It was the tiniest home next 
to a bird’s nest that ever was imagined. Opposite 
the stove a deep, wide oilskin bench was the com- 
fortable substitute for chairs, and Eccles’ three- 
legged stool completed the doll’s-house. For 
ornament—and very decorative, too—there was 
the yellow paint and floral design of the cupboards 
and the cans. Mrs. Bargee’s jugs and cans all 
wore yellow paint and a design in roses, pink and 
white, and round the paint and the design Mr. 
Bargee’s name met all the world, strong and blackly 
blazoned in big square letters, clear to see. 


And Mrs. Bargee made us tea in her big brown 
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teapot, and hugged her ‘li’le red washstand,’ for 
‘T did jest seem set on ’im sence fust ever I dusted 
‘is legs,’ she said, pulling out the towel-bar and 
arranging the soap underneath it. ‘I couldn’t aye. 
beared for ’im tc go away wi’ ye.’ She didn’t 
lament our departure ! 

By-and-by the Bargce came in for his supper 3. 
he had been ‘’tending tc the ’orse,’ he said, for 
they must start bright and early to-morrow. 

‘Why, it be nigh three week sence us took on 
Wi’ ‘em, missus, and it don’t scem only like yester- 
day.’ 

‘Ye mun put the little lad to bed right off, he 
added fatherlywise. 

And so we said good-night to the kindly country- 
folk, and the long, pleasant idle days, and the little 
yellow cabin, and the old deep barge. Mrs. Bargee 
fumbled for a pencil then, and gaye Edna her 
address on Braunceston Wharf, and the Bargee, 
taking the Cadet aside, would be always at his 
‘service, Sir, and vera much obliged to you.’ 

But Kecles had curled up in his corner and was 


fast asleep already. 
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And the rudder loomed behind us as we went 
down to the little dark station, a level bar in the 
afterglow. 

Yes,’ said the Artist, looking back ; ‘it wasn’t a 
bad idea. But we might have squabbled, you know !’ 

‘We did—once,’ said Edna. 

‘Only once.’ 

And the Cadet, turning to glance at the sunset, 
answered, ‘Yes, Ed—I mean Miss Devize—I 


believe it was only once.’ 
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THE FALLEN LEAVES. HEART AND SCIENCE. | THE EVIL GENIUS, 
JEZEBEL’S DAUGHTER. | “I SAY NO.” LITTLE NOVELS. 
THE BLACK ROBE. A ROGUE’S LIFE. THE LEGACY OF CAIN 
BLIND LOVE. With Preface by WALTER BESANT, and Illusts. by A. FORESTIER. 


COLLINS (JOHN CHURTON, M.A.), BOOKS BY. 
ILLUSTRATIONS OF TENNYSON. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. Shortly 
A MONOGRAPH ON DEAN SWIFT, Crown 8yo, cloth extra, Ss, ~ EShortly 
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6 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 
COLMAN’S HUMOROUS WORKS: “ Broad Grins,” “My Nightgown 


and Slippers,” and other Humorous Works of GrorGe CotMAN. With Life by 
G. B, BucksTong, and Frontispiece by Hocarrn. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Fe Gd. 


COLQUHOUN.—EVERY INCH A SOLDIER: A Novel. By M. J, 


-CoLgunHouN. Post $vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s. 


ny 


CONVALESCENT COOKERY: A Family Handbook. By CaTHERINE 


Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is.3 cloth limp, is. 6d. 


CONWAY (MONCURE D.), WORKS BY. 
DEMONOLOGY AND DEVIL-LORE. With 65 Illustrations, Third Edition. Two 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 28s. 
A NECKLACE OF STORIES, 25 Illusts. by W. J. HENNEssy. Sq. 8vo, cloth, 63. 
PINE AND PALM: A Novel. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24s. 
GEORGE WASHINGTON’S RULES OF CIVILITY Traced to their Sources and 
Restored. Fcap. 8vo, Japanese vellum, 2s. Gd. 


ee or ee 


COOK (DUTTON), NOVELS BY. 
PAUL FOSTER’S DAUGHTER. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 
LEO. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


CORNWALL.—POPULAR ROMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENG- 


LAND; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected 
by Rosert Hunt, F.R.S, Two Steel-plates by Gzo,CRUIKSHANK, Cr. 8vo, cl., 7s. Gd. 


COTES.—TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE. By V. Cecit Cores. With 


44 Illustrations by F. H. Townsenp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. Gad. 


CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two SeErigEs: 
The Frrst from 1835 to 1843; the SEconp from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering ot 
the Best Humour of THackeray, Hoop, MAayHEw, ALBERT Situ, A’BECKETT, 
ROBERT BrouGu, &c. Withnumerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by Cruik- 
SHANK, HINE, LANDELLS, &c. Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. each, 

THE LIFE OF GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. By Brancuarp JERROLD. With 84 


CUMMING (C. F. GORDON), WORKS BY. Demy évo, cl. ex, Se. Gd. cach, 
IN THE HEBRIDES. With Autotype Facsimile and 23 Illustrations. 
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS. With 42 Illustrations, 


VIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT. With Photogravure Frontis. Demy 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d, 


CUSSANS.—A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY; with Instructions for 
Tracing Pedigrees ana Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By Joun E. Cussans. With 
408 Woodcuts, Two Coloured and Two Plain Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS of GOLD. Cr. 8vo, cl.,38.6d.; post 8vo,bds.,Qs, 
DANIEL.—MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME. By GEORGE 


DaniEL. With Illustrations by Robert CRUIKSHANK, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


DAUDET.—THE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvation. By ALPHONSE 
___ Daubert. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
DAVENANT.—HINTS FOR PARENTS CHOICE O )- 
__ FESSION FOR THEIR SONS. ‘by RD aon ee aCe rete 
DAVIES (DR. N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY. Se 
Crown 8vo, As. each; cloth limp, Is. Gd. each. 
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS. 


NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
FOODS FCR THE FAT: A Treatise on Corpulency, and a Dietar 


AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crown 8vo, 28.3 cloth limp, 2s. @4. 
DAVIES’ (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL | WORKS, including 
ae Sea EL aac Le Hecke Unpublished MSS., for the first time 
___ Grosart, D.D. Two Vols., pee uberelannee hp ars ike So Ee 
DAWSON.—THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH: A Novel of Adventure, 


By Erasmus Dawson, M.B. Edited by Pau, DEvon, With } i 
Hume Nisset. Crown 8vo, cloth ee os. Gad, eee ik se - 


y for its Cura, 


3 cl, As. 6d, | 
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DE GUERIN.—THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. Edited 


by G. S. TREBUTIEN. With a Memoir by SAInTE-BEUvE. Translated from the 
20th French Edition by JEssiz P. FRoTHINGHAM. Fcap, 8vo, half-bound, 2s. Ga. 


DE MAISTRE.—A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavier DE 


Maistre. Translated by Henry ATTWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Va. Gd. 


DE MILLE.--A CASTLE IN SPAIN. By James De Mitte. With a 


Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


DERBY (THE).—THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF: A Chronicle 
of the Race For THe Dersy, from Diomed to Donovan. With Notes on the Win- 
ning Horses, the Men who trained them, Jockeys who rode them, and Gentlemen to 
whom they belonged ; also Notices of the Betting and Betting Men of the period, and 
Brief Accounts of THE Oaks. By Lours HENRY CuRZON. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


DERWENT Seas NOVELS pes Cr.8vo,cl., 38.0. ea.; post 8vo,bds.,s.eas 
OUR LADY OF TEA CIRCE’S LOVERS. 


DICKENS (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s. each, 

SKETCHES BY BOZ. NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. OLIVER TWIST. 

THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography. 
Edited by RicHARD HERNE SHEPHERD. Crown 8vo, cloth caine, 6s.—Also a 
SMALLER EpiTI0Nn, in the Mavfair Library, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 

ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. By ALFRED RIMMER. With 57 Illustrations 
by C. A. VANDERHOOF, ALFRED RIMMER, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


DICTIONARIES. 

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Reaiistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. 
E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ws. 6d 

THE READER’S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND 
STORIES. By the Rev. E. C. BREwer, LL.D. With an ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY 
Fifteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. With Historical and Explana- 
tory Notes. By SAMUELA. Bent, A.M, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

SLANG DICTIONARY : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., GS. Gd. 

WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. ByAls Hays.3 Cr 8vo, cl., dS. 

WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-ot- 
the-Way Matters. By ELIEZER EDwarps. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. Gd. 


DIDEROT.—THE PARADOX OF ACTING. Translated, with Annota- 


tions, from Diderot’s “ Le Paradoxe sur le Comédien,” by WALTER HERRIES POLLOCK, 
With a Preface by HEnry [rvinc. Crown 8vo, parchment, 4s. 6d. 


DOBSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY. 
THOMAS BEWICK & HIS PUPILS. With 95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN: Mapbemo!IseELLe DE CorpAy; MADAME ROLAND; THE 
PRINCESS DE LAMBALLE ; MADAME DE GENLIs. Fcap. 8vo, hf.- roxburghe, 2s. Gd. 


DOBSON. (W. gi ), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
LITERARY FRIVOLITIES, FANCIES, FOLLIES, AND FROLICS. 
POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICITIES. 


DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. 
Post 8vo. illustrated boards, Ss. each; cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each, 
THE MAN-HUNTER. TRACKED AND TAKEN. 
CAUGHT AT LAST! WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN? 
A DETECTIVE’S TRIUMPAS. 
THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23 [liustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs. 3 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


DOYLE (A. CONAN, Author of Micah Clarke”), NOVELS BY. 
THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
STRANGE SECRETS. Told by Conan Doy.e, PERCY FITZGERALD, FLORENCK 
Marryat, &c. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Eight Illusts., 6s.$ post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 


; DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. with Vignette Portraits. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., @s. per Vol. 


BEN JONSON’S WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by WM. Girrorp, Edited by Col. CUNNINGHAM. ‘Three Vols, 
CHAPMAN’S WORKS. Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays 
complete; Vol, If., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essay 
by A. C. S wINBURNE ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad-and Odyssey. 
MARLOWE’ S WORKS. 'Edited, with Notes, by Col. CUNNINGHAM. One Voi, 
MASSINGER’S PLAYS, FromGirrorp’s Text. Edit. by Col, CUNNINGHAM, One Vol, 


8 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), WORKS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. eache 
A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Orthodocia and I Went round the World by Our- 
selves. With 111 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. 
AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. TowNsEND. 


DYER, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


ARLY ENGLISH POETS. Edited, with Introductions and Annota- 
tions, by Rev. A. B.GrosarT, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume. 

FLETCHER’S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol. 

DAVIES’ (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Vols. 

HERRICK’S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols. 

SIDNEY’S (SIR PHILIP: COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Three Vols. 


EDGCUMBE.—ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Brazil and on the River Plate. - 


By E, R. PEARCE EDGCUMBE, With 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY: 
A POINT OF HONOUR. Post §vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
ARCHIE LOYVELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 


EDWARDS (ELIEZER).—WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A 
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-ot-the-Way Matters. By ELIEZER EDWARDS, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), NOVELS BY. 
KITTY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘%s.3 cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 
FELICIA. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s 


EGGLESTON (EDWARD).—ROXY : A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
EMANUEL.—ON DIAMONDS AND PRECIOUS STONES: Their 


History, Value, and Properties 3, with Simple Tests for ascertaining their Reality. By 
Harry EMANUEL, F.R.G.S. With Illustrations, tinted and plain. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex., Gs. 


ENGLISHMAN’S HOUSE, THE: A Practical Guide to all interested in 


Selecting or Building a House; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. 
RicuHarpson, With Coloured Frontispiece and 600 Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 


EWALD (ALEX. CHARLES, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. 
THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PRINCE CHARLES STUART, Count of Albany 
(THE YOUNG PRETENDER). Witha Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
STORIES FROM THE STATE PAPERS. Withan Autotype. Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs. 


EYES, OUR: How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. By 
Joun BrowninG, F.R.A.S. With7o Illusts. Eighteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, Is, 


FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. By Samvuzt Artuur 
Bent, A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


FARADAY (MICHAEL), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4 
A ; , 4s. Gd. each. 
THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE: Lectures delivered befores Tavera 
Audience. Edited by WILLIAM Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous I]lustrations. 
ON THE YARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS TO 
EACH OTHER. Edited by Witt1aAM Crookgs, F.C.S. With Illustrations. 


FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY. 
MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
WAR: Three Essays, reprinted from “Military Manners.” Cr. 8vo, Is.; cl., Is. 6d. 


FENN (MANVILLE).—THE NEW MISTRESS: A Novel. By G. Man- 


VILLE Fenn, Author of “ Double Cunning,” &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 


FICTION.—A CATALOGUE OF NEARLY SIX HUNDRE YR 
OF FICTION published by Cuatro & Winpus, teal es ESS 
_each (40 pages, demy 8vo), will be sent free upon application. 


FIN-BEC.—THE CUPBOARD PAPERS: Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 


FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART OF MAKING; or, The Pyro. 


technist’s Treasury, By THomas KenTIsH, With 267 Illustrations, Cr, 8yo,cl., Swe 


— 
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FITZGERALD (PERCY, M.A., F.S.A.), WORKS BY. 
_ THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passages trom Letters of CHARLES LamB. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. Gd. 
A DAY’S TOUR: Journey through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Cr. 4to. Us. 
FATAL ZERO. Crown &vo, cloth extra, bs. 6d. post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Post 8vo, illustreted boards, 2s. each. 
BELLA DONNA. | LADY OF BRANTOME. | THE SECOND MRS. TILLOTSON. 
POLLY. NEVER FORGOTTEN. | SEVENTY-FIVE BROOKE STREET, 
LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinleck). With an Account of his Sayings, 
Doings, and Writings; and Four Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 24s. 


FLAMMARION.—URANIA: A Romance, By CAMILLE FLAMMARION, 
Translated by Aucusta Rice STeETson. With go Illustrations by DE BIELER, 
MyrBacu, and GamBarp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os. 


FLETCHER’S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS: Christ’s Victorie 
3 in Heaven, Christ’s Victorie on Earth, Christ’s Triumph over Death, and Minor 
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. 


FLUDYER (HARRY) AT CAMBRIDGE: A Series of Family Letters, 


Post 8vo, picture cover, Is. 3 cloth limp, is. Gd. 


FONBLANQUE (ALBANY).—FILTHY LUCRE. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, s. each. 
ONE BY ONE. | QUEEN COPHETUA, | A REAL QUEEN. | KING OR KNAVE? 


OLYMPIA. Post 8vo. illust. bds., 2s. | ESTHER’S GLOVE. Fcap. 8vo, pict. cover, 1s, 
ROMANCES OF THE LAW. Crown 8vo. cloth, Gs. 3 post 8vo, illust. boards, 2m. 
Se eee SUS ke BOATS ok 
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FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY. 
SETH’S BROTHER’S WIFE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THE LAWTON GIRL. With Frontispiece by F, BARNARD. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., Gs. 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


FRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF. By Henry Van Laun 


Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, ¥s. Gd. each. ih ae 


FRENZENY.—FIFTY YEARS ON THE TRAIL: Adventures of Joun 


Y..NELSon, Scout, Guide, and Interpreter. By HarkINGToN O’REILLY. With 1co 
___Illustrations by PAUL FrENZENY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Ga. se > 
FRERE.—PANDURANG HART; or, Memoirs ofa Hindoo. With Pre- 


face by Sir BARTLE FRERE. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, 


. FRISWELL (HAIN).—ONE OF TWO: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 


FROST (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each. 
CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES. | LIVES OF THE CONJURERS., 
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS. 


_FRY’S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES. 


Showing their Name, Date of Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, &c. Edited 
by Jonn Lane. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. 


; GARDENING BOOKS. Post 8vo. Is. each; cloth limp, Is. Gd. each. 
: A YEAR’S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: Practical Advice as to the 
Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By GrEorGE GLENNY. 
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: Plants, and How we Cook Them. By Tom JErRRoLp, 
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and JANE JERROLD, Illustrated. 
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT, By Tom Jerrorp. 


MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE, By Francis G. Heatu, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 


GARRETT.—THE CAPEL GIRLS: A Novel. By Epwarp GARRETT. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


GENTLEMAN’S MAGAZINE, THE. {s. Monthly. In addition to the 
+ Articles upon subjects in Literature, Science, and Art, tor which this Magazine has 
so high a reputation, * TABLE TALK” by SyLvaAnus URBAN appears monthly, 
*.* Bound Volumes for recent years kebt in stock, Ss. Gd. each: Cases for binding, 2s, 


GENTLEMAN’S ANNUAL, THE. Published Annually in November, ty, 
The 1891 Annual is written by T. W, SPEIGHT, Author of “The Mysteries of Heron 


Dyke,” and is entitled BACK TO LIFE, 


to BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 
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GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers GRIMM 


and Translated by EpGar TayLor. With ntroduction by Joun Ruskin, and 22 Steel 
Plates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, cloth, Gs. Gd.; gilt edges, 7s. Gd. 


GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
ROBIN GRAY. | LOVING A DREAM. | OF HIGH DEGREE. 
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. IN HONOUR BOUND. 
THE GOLDEN SHAFT. | 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s. each, 


THE DEAD HEART. IN LOVE AND WAR. 

FOR LACK OF GOLD. A HEART’S PROBLEM. 

WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY? BY MEAD AND STREAM. 

FOR THE KING. THE BRAES OF YARROW. 

QUEEN OF THE MEADOW, FANCY FREE. | A HARD KNOT. 
IN PASTURES GREEN, HEART’S DELIGHT. | BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).—SENTENCED! Cr. 8vo, 1s. ; cl. 1s. 6d. 


GILBERT (WILLIAM), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, &s. each. 
DR. AUSTIN’S GUESTS. JAMES DUKE, COSTERMONGER. 
THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN, 


GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. In Two Series, each 
complete in itself, price 2s. Gd. each. 
The First Series contains: The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea— 
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury. 
The Seconp Series: Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan’l 
Druce—Tom Cobb—H.M.S, “ Pinafore "—The Sorcerer—Pirates of Penzance. 


EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC OPERAS written by W. S. Girserr. Containing: 
The Sorcerer—H.M.S. “Pinafore’’—Pirates of Penzance—lolanthe—Patience— 
Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

THE “GILBERT AND SULLIVAN” BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every 
Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. 
SULLIVAN. Compiled by ALEX. Watson. Royal 16mo, Jap. leather, Qs. Gd. 


GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY. : 
THE LOST HEIRESS: A Tale of Love, Battle and Adventure. With 2 Illusts, by 
Hume Nisset. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 
THE FOSSICKER. With Frontispiece and Vignette by Hume Nisset. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


GLENNY.—A YEAR’S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: 


Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By Grorce GLENNY. Post 8vo, Bs.3 cloth limp, Us. 6d. 


GODWIN.—LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. By WiLtiam Gop- 


wIN. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE: An Encyclopedia of 


QuoratTions. Edited by THEODoRE TayLor. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. Gd. 


GOWING.—FIVE THOUSAND MILES IN A SLEDGE: A Midwinter 


Journey Across Siberia. By LioneL F. Gowinc. With 30 Illustrations by C. J. 
Uren, and a Map by E. Wetter. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 


GRAHAM.— THE PROFESSOR’S WIFE: A Story. By LEONARD. 


GRAHAM. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, is. 


GREEKS AND ROMANS, THE LIFE OF THE, described from 
Antique Monuments. By Ernst Gunw and W. KoneEr. Edited by Dr. F. HuEFFER. 
With 545 Illustrations. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


GREENWOOD (JAMES), wae be Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each, 


THE WILDS OF LONDON. W-LIFE DEEPS. 


GREVILLE (HENRY), NOVELS BY: 
NIKANOR. Translated by Ev1za E. CHASE. With 8 Illusts. Cr, 8vo, cl. extra, 6s. 
A NOBLE WOMAN, Translated by ALBERT D. VANDaM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ds. 3 
post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. 


HABBERTON (JOHN, Author of ‘‘ Helen’s Babies’’), NOVELS BY. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards %s. each; cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each, = 
BRUETON’S BAYOU, J COUNTRY LUCK, 
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HAIR, THE:: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease, Trans- 


lated from the German of Dr, J. Pincus. Crown 8vo, As.; cloth limp, Is. Ga. 


HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. CRi8vorcl, ex-'Geieach: 
NEW SYMBOLS. | LEGENDS OF THE MORROW, | THE SERPENT PLAY, 


MAIDEN ECSTASY. Small 4to, cloth extra, Ss. 
HALL.—SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S.C. Hatt. 


With numerous Ilustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, Medium 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


HALLIDAY (ANDR.).—EVERY-DAY PAPERS, Post Svo, bds., 28. 


HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY OF. With over too Facsimiles 


and Explanatory Text. By Don Fexix pE SaLaMANca. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s: Gd. 


HANKY-PANKY: A Collection of Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand. &c. Edited by W.H. CreMEeR. With 200 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s, Ga. 


HARDY (LADY DUFFUS). — PAUL WYNTER’ SACRIFICE. By 


Lady Durrus Harpy. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


HARDY (THOMAS).—UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By 


‘THOMAS Harpy, Author of “ Far from the Madding Crowd.” Post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2s. 


HARWOOD.—THE TENTH EARL. By J. Berwick Harwoop. Post 


He Syvo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


HAWEIS (MRS. H. R.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each, 
THE ART OF BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and gt Illustrations. 
THE ART OF DECORATION. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. 
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts, 


THE ART OF DRESS. With 32 Illustrations. Post 8vo, is.3 cloth, Is. Gd. 
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6a. 


HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M.A.). -AMERICAN HUMORISTS : Wasutneton 


IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HoLMEsS, JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL, ARTEMUS WARD, 
Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


HAWLEY SMART.—WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel, By 


Haw Ley Smart. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


HAWTHORNE. —OUR OLD HOME. By NaruanieEL HawrTuorne, 
Annotated with Passages from the Author’s Note-book, and Illustrated with 31 
Photogravures. Two Vols., crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 13s. 


- HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 


GARTH. | ELLICE QUENTIN, BEATRIX RANDOLPH, | DUST. 

SEBASTIAN STROME, DAVID POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE’S FOOL. THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

MISS CADOGNA. | LOVE—OR A NAME. 


MRS. GAINSBOROUGH’S DIAMONDS. Fcap. 8vo, illustrated-cover, is, 
A DREAM AND A FORGETTING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Is. 6d. 


HAYS.—WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary of Notable 


Contemporaries, By Frances Hays. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ds. 


HEATH.—MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. 
By Francis GrorGe Hratu. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

HELPS (SIR ARTHUR), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, Cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS. | SOCIAL PRESSURE. 
IVAN DE BIRON: A Novel. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6.3 post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 


HENDERSON.—AGATHA PAGE: A Novel, ‘By Isaac HENDERSON, 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


HERMAN.—A LEADING LADY. By Henry Herman, joint-Author 
of “ The Bishops’ Bible.” Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. Gd. 


12 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY . 
Ci ihn Dra inest eth oo SS 


HERRICK’S (ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND 
COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the 
Rev, A. B, Grosart, D.D.;Steel Portrait, &e. Three Vols., crown 8vo,cl. bds., 18s. 


HERTZKA.—FREELAND: A Social Anticipation, By Dr. THEODOR 


Herrzka, Transiated by ARTHUR Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


R_Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, @se______ 
HESSE-WARTEGG.—TUNIS : The Land and the People. By Chevalier 


ERNST VON HESSE-WaRTEGG. With 22 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 


HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY. Ps 
TAVERN ANECDOTES AND SAYINGS: Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c, With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6a. 
THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. By ONE oF THE FRA- 
TERNITY. Edited by CHARLES HinDLeEy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, os. Gd, 


HOEY.—THE LOVER’S CREED.- By Mrs. CasuEet Hoey. Post 8vo, 


illustrated boards, Sse 


zy illustrated boards, Sse 20 Se ee 
HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).—NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown 8vo, 1s. 


HOLMES.—THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE 
PRESERVATION: A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gorpon Hormes, M.D. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, Bs. 3 cloth, is. Gd. 


HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL), WORKS BY. 

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Illustrated by J. GorDON 
Tuomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s- 6d.—Another Edition, in smaller type, with 
an Introduction by G. A. SaLa. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s- 

THE PROFESSOR AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s- 


HOOD’S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Life 


of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Vs. Gd. 
HOOD’S WHIMS AND ODDITIES. With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, printed on 
laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 


laid paper.and hali-bound 68-5 ia eee 
HOOD (TOM).—FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A 


Noah’s Arkzological Narrative. By Tom Hoop. With 25 Illustrations by W. BRUNTON 
and E.C. BARNES. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 


HOOK’S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS; including his 


Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Lite of the Author, 
Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


HOOPER.—THE HOUSE OF RABY: A Novel. By Mrs, GEORGE 


Hooper. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


HOPKINS.—**’*TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:” A Novel. By TicHE 


Hopkins. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


HORNE. —ORION: An Epic Poem. By Ricuarp HENGIsT HORNE. 


With Photographic Portrait by Summers. Tenth Edition. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 


HORSE (THE) AND HIS RIDER: An Anecdotic Medley. By ‘t THor- 


MANBY.’’ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


HUNT.—ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT: A Tate ror A CHIMNEY CORNER, 


and other Pieces. Edited, with an Introduction, by EpMUND OLLIER. Post 8vo, 
printed on laid paper and half-bd., 2s. Also in sm, sq. 8vo, cl. extra, at same price, 


HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE LEADEN CASKET. | SELF-CONDEMNED. | THAT OTHER PERSON. 


THORNIGROFT’S MODEL. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 2 
HYDROPHOBIA: An Account of M. PastEeur’s System. Containing 


a Translation of all his Communications on the Subject, the Technique of his 
Method, and Statistics. By Renaup Suzor, M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


[NGELOW (JEAN).—FATED TO BE FREE. With 24 Illustrations 


y G. J. PINWELL. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


INDOOR PAUPERS. By Ong oF Tuem. Crown 8vo, 1S.; cloth, 1s, 6a, 
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IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by 


A. PeRcEVAL GRAVES. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


JAMES.—A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN’S HOUNDS. By Cartes 


JANVIER, PRACTICAL KERAMICS FOR STUDENTS. ! By CATHERINE 


A. JANVIER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os. 


JAY (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, i!lustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE DARK COLLEEN. | THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT. 


JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s, Gd. each. 
NATURE NEAR LONDON. | THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS. | THE OPEN AIR. 
THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. By WALTER Besant. Second Edi- 

=e tion. With a Photograph Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 

JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY. 


CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
LORD TENNYSON: A Biographical Sketch. With a Photograph. Cr. 8vo, cl., Gs. 


JEROME. -— STAGELAND: Curious Habits and Customs of its In- 
habitants. By JERoME K, JeERoME. With 64 Illustrations by ]. BERNARD PARTRIDGE, 
Sixteenth Thousand. Fcap. 4to, cloth extra, os. Gal. 


JERROLD.—THE BARBER’S CHAIR; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS. 


By DouGLas JERROLD. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and halt-bound, 2s. 


JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, Is. each; cloth limp, is. Od. each. 
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. 
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE: A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 


JESSE.— SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE, by 


Epwarp Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s. 


JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. Cr.8vo, cl. extra, 7s. Gd. each. 


FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300 
Illustrations. Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 

CREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals, 
Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. With an Etched Frontispiece. 

CROWNS AND CORONATIONS: A History of Regalia. With 1oo Illustrations. | 


JONSON’S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory 
and a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM Girrorp, Edited by Colonel CUNNING- 
Ham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each, of 


EN UI SING Dt a alt a re RSET STIR 
JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF. Translated by WHIsTOox. 
Containing “‘ The Antiquities of the Jews” and “ The Wars of the Tews.” With 52 
Illustrations and Maps. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, As. Gad. 


i 


KEMPT.—PENCIL AND PALETTE: Chapters on Art and Artists, B 


Ropert Kempt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2. 6d. 


KERSHAW. — COLONIAL FACTS AND FICTIONS: Humorous 


Sketches. By Mark KersHaw. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.3 cloth, @s- Gd. 


va 


KEYSER. —CUT BY THE MESS: A Novel. By ARTHUR KEYSER. 


Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. cloth limp, Is. 6d. 


KING (R. ASHE), NOVELS BY. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3%. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, bds., Ss. ea, 
A DRAWN GAME. | “THE WEARING OF THE GREEN.” 


PASSION’S SLAVE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
BELL BARRY. 2 vols., crown 8vo. 


KINGSLEY (HENRY), NOVELS BY. 
OAKSHOT7 CASTLE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
NUMBER SEVENTEEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. Gd. 


——_— 


—— - 


KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION: A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 


Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS of LornE, K,T. Cr. 8vo, cl, ex., Ose 
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KNIGHT.— THE PATIENT’S VADE MECUM: How to Get Most 


Benefit from Medical Advice. By Witt1AM KniGut, M.R.C.S., and -—Epwarp 
KnicuT, L.R.C.P, Crown 8vo, Is.3 cloth limp, Is. Gd. 


LAMB’S (CHARLES) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. 
Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEPHERD, With Two Portraits 
and Facsimile of a page of the “Essay on Roast Pig.” Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Ys. Gd. 

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and haif-bound, 2s. 
LITTLE ESSAYS: Sketches and Characters by CHARLES Lams, Selected from his 
Letters by Percy FITZGERALD. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 


LANDOR.—CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF WILLIAM SHAKS- 
PEARE, &c., before Sir THomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, 19th September, 1582. 
To which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with the 
Earl of Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1595. By WaLtTER SAVAGE LANDOR, 
Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. Gd. 


LANi.—THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in 
England THE ARABIAN NIGHTS’ ENTERTAINMENTS, Translated from the 


Arabic, with Notes, by Epwarp Witiiam Lane. Illustrated by many hundred © 


Engravings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by Epwarp STANLEY PooLtE. Witha 
Preface by Stantey LanE-Poote. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. Gd. each, 


LARDER.—A SiNNEK’S SHNLRNGE : A Novel. By A. Larper, 
Three Vols, Crown 8vo, | Shortly, 


LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY. 
THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. 
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY: The Antiquities, Humours, and Eccentricities of 
the Cloth, Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each. 
FORENSIC ANECDOTES. | THEATRICAL ANECDOTES. 


LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY. 
CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Printed on hand-made paper, bound in buckram, 5s. 
JEUX D’ESPRIT. Edited by Henry S. Leicu. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 


LEYS (JOHN).—THE LINDSAYS: A Romance. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
LIFE IN LONDON; or, The History of JeRRY HawTHorn and Cor- 


INTHIAN Tom. With CRUIKSHANK’s Coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7s. Od. [New Edition preparing, 


LINSKILL. —IN EXCHANGE FOR A SOUL. By Mary Linskitt. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


LINTON (E. LYNN), WORKS BY. post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each. 


WITCH STORIES. | OURSELVES: Essays on Women. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.each. 

SOWING THE WIND. UNDER WHICH LORD? 

PATRICIA KEMBALL., “MY LOVE!” 


| IONE, 
ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS, PASTON CAREW, Millionaire & Miser, 
THE WORLD WELL LOST. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY. | WITH A SILKEN THREAD, 


LONGFELLOW’S POETICAL WORKS. With numerous Illustrations 


on Steeland Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ys. Gd. : 


LUCY.—GIDEON FLEYCE: A Novel. By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 


8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


LUSIAD (THE) OF CAMOENS. Translated into English Spenserian 


Verse by RoBERT FrreNcH Durr. With 14 Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth boards, 18s; 


}{ACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY, 


TERESA ITASCA, and other Stories. Crown 8vo, bound in canvas, 2s. 6d. 
BROKEN WINGS, With 6 Illusts, by W. J. Hennessy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 


MACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY. 
MR. STRANGER’S SEALED PACKET. Second Edition, Crown 8vo, cl, extra, Sse 
EDNOR WHITLOCK, Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 6s. : 
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McCARTHY (JUSTIN, M.P.), WORKS BY. 
A HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the 
General Election of 1880. Four Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, fs. each.—Also 
a PopuLaR EpITIoN, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.—And a 
JUBILEE Ep1TIoNn, with an Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols., 
large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each. 
A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
—Also a CHEAP Popurar EDITION, post 8vo, cloth limp, Ss. Gd. 
A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 


Bs. each. [Vols. I. & II. ready 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS. MISS MISANTHROPE. 
MY ENEMY’S DAUGHTER, | DONNA QUIXOTE. 

A FAIR SAXON. THE COMET OF A SEASON. 
LINLEY ROCHFORD. MAID OF ATHENS. 

DEAR LADY DISDAIN. CAMIOLA: A Girl with a Fortune. 


“THE RIGHT HONOURABLE.” By Justin McCartny, M.P.,and Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
PrAED, Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, Gs. 


McCARTHY (JUSTIN H., M.P.), WORKS BY. 
THE FRENGH REVOLUTION. Four Vols., 8vo, A‘2s.each. [Vols. I. & II, ready. 
AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, §s. Gd. 
IRELAND SINCE THE UNION: Irish History, 1798-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, @s. 
ENGLAND UNDER GLADSTONE, 1880-85. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


HAFIZ IN LONDON: Poems. Small 8vo, gold cloth, 3s, Gd, 
HARLEQUINADE: Poems, Small 4to, Japanese vellum, 8s. 

OUR SENSATION NOVEL, Crown 8Vvo, picture cover, Is.5 cloth limp, Is Ga. 
DOOM! An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. 

DOLLY: A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Ms.3 cloth limp, is. Gd. 

LILY LASS: A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover, As.3 cloth limp, Is. 6d. 


MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY. 
WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. Ten Vols., cl. extra, gilt edges, in cloth 
case, Zils. Or the Vols. may be had separately, in grolier cl., at 2s. Gd. each. 
Vol. I. WitTHIN AND WITHOUT.—THE HIDDEN LIFE. 
Il. Tue DiscipLe.—THE GosPpEL WoMEN.—Book OF SONNETS.—ORGAN SONGS. 
IlI, Viotin Soncs.—Soncs oF THE Days AND NiGuHts.—A Book oF DREAMS.— 
ROADSIDE POEMS.—POEMS FOR CHILDREN, 
» IV. ParaBLES.—BALLADS.—SCOTCH SONGS, 
» V. & VI. PuantastEs: A Faerie Romance. | Vol, VII, THe PorRTENT. 
, VILL. THe Licut Princess.—THE GIANT’S HEART.—SHADOWS. 
» 1X. Cross PurPoses.—THE GOLDEN Kry.—Tue CARASOYN.—LITTLE DAYLIGHT. 
»  . THE CRUEL Painter.—THE Wow 0’ RIvveN.—TuHE CASTLE.—THE BROKEN 
SworDS.— THE GRAY WOLF.— UNCLE CORNELIUS. 


By Cuarces Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER- 
’ KRY CHARACTERS: 85 PORTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former half of 
the Present Century, by Witttam Bares, B.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Od, 


MACQUOID (MRS.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each, 
IN THE ARDENNES. With 50 Illustrations by THomas R. Macguoip. 
PICTURES AND LEGENDS FROM NORMANDY AND BRITTANY. With 

34 Illustrations by THomas R. Macguolp. 
THROUGH NORMANDY. With 92 Illustrations by T. R. Macguoip, and a Map. 
THROUGH BRITTANY. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. Macguolp, and a Map, 
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. Macguorn, 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘8s. each, 


THE EVIL EYE, and other Stories, | LOST ROSE, 
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MAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management: including full Practical 


Directions for producing the Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, aid preparing Lantern 
Slides. By T. C. HepwortuH. With ro Illustrations. Cr, 8vo. Is.3 cloth, Is. Gd. 


MAGICIAN’S OWN BOOK, THE: Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c, All from actual Experience. Edited by W. H. 
CREMER. With200 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. Gal. 


MAGNA CHARTA: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 


___ Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, B8- 


MALLOCK (W. H.), WORKS BY. 
THE NEW REPUBLIC, Post 8vo, picture cover, 2«.3 cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 
THE NEW PAUL & VIRGINIA: Posi:ivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
POEMS. Small ato, parchment, Ss. 
IS LIFE WORTH LIVING? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


MALLORY’S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D’ARTHUR: The Stories of 
King Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table, (A Selection.) Edited by B. 
MONTGOMERIE RANKING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


MARK TWAIN, WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth xtra, 7s. Gd. each. 


THE CHOICE WORKS OF MARK TWAIN. Revised and Corrected throughout 
by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 

ROUGHING IT, and INNOCENTS AT HOME. With 200 Illusts. by F. A. Fraser, 

THE GILDED AGE. By Mark Twarn and C. D. Warner. With 212 Illustrations. 

MARK TWAIN’S LIBRARY OF HUMOUR. With 107 Illustrations. 

A YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR. With 220 Illusts. by Brearp. 

THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT: The Adventures of Mulberry Sellers. With 
numerous Illustrations. LPreparing, 


Crown 8yo, cloth extra (illustrated), Ys. Gd. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 


THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or, New Pilgrim’s Progress. With 234 Iliustrations, 
(The Two-Shilling Edition is entitled MARK TWAIN’S PLEASURE TRIP.) 

THE ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With 111 Illustrations, 

A TRAMP ABROAD. With 314 Illustrations. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With 190 Illustrations, 

LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With 300 Illustrations, 

ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 Illusts. by E. W. Kemste. 


THE STOLEN WHITE ELEPHANT, &c, Cr. 8vo, cl., 6%. $ post 8vo, illust. bds., ‘2s, 
Fy ee PETES 2 AP RTS TERS Ee 
MARLOWE’S WORKS. Including his Translations, Edited, with Notes 


and Introductions, by Col. Cunnincuam, Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 
MARRYAT (FLORENCE), NOVELS BY. post 8vo, illust, boards, ‘2s, each, 

A HARVEST OF WILD OATS. | WRITTEN IN FIRE. | FIGHTING THE AIR. 

OPEN! SESAME! Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.3 post 8vo, picture boards, Qs. 


MASSINGER’S PLAYS... From the Text of Wirttau GiFForD. Edited 


by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Gx 


MASTERMAN.—HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS: A Novel. Bye 


MASTERMAN. Fost 8vo, iliustrated boards, 2s. 


MATTHEWS.—A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. By BraNDER MATTHEWs. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.3 cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 


MAYHEW.—LONDON CHARACTERS AND THE HUMOROUS SIDE 
OF LONDON LIFE. By Henry MayHew. With Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gd. 


MENKEN.—INFELICIA; Poems by Apau Isaacs MENKEN. With 
Biographical Preface, Illustrations by F. E. Lummis and F, O, C, DARLEY, and 

mF Facsimile of a Letter from CHARLES Dickens. Small 4to, cloth extra, 7s. Od, 

MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 
A. E. Sweet and J. ARMoy Kwox. With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. Gd. 

MiDDLEMASS (JEAN), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards, ‘2s. each, 

___ TOUCH AND GO. He | MR. DORILLION. 

M{LLER.—PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG; or, The House of Life: 
Human Physiology, with its application to the Preservation of Health. By Mrs, 
F. Fenwick MILLER, With numerous Illustrations, Post 8yo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d, 
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M LTON (J. Ls); WORKS BY. Post 8vo, Is. each; cloth, As. Gd. each. 
_ THE HYGIENE OF THE SKIN. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, &c. 
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE SKIN. : 
THE LAWS OF LIFE, AND THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 
THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. Demy 8vo, is, 


MINTO (WM.)—WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr. 8vo, 1s, ; cloth, 1s, 6d. 


MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY. 
HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is.$ cloth, Is. 6d, 


MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY. 
THE EPICUREAN; and ALCIPHRON. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
PROSE AND VERSE, Humorous, Satirical, and Sentimental, by THomas Moore: 
with Suppressed Passages from the MEMoIRS oF Lorp Byron. _ Edited by R, 
HERNE SHEPHERD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gad. 


MUDDOCK (J. E.), STORIES BY. 
STORIES WEIRD AND WONDERFUL, Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.$ cloth, 2s. Gd. 
THE DEAD MAN’S SECRET}$ or, The Valley of Gold: A Narrative of Strange 

Adventure. With a Frontispiece by F, Barnarp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ds. $ 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 


A LIFE’S ATONEMENT. | HEARTS. A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE. 
JOSEPH’S COAT. THE WAY OF THE | FIRST PERSON SINGULAR. 
COALS OF FIRE, WORLD. CYNIC FORTUNE. 


VAL STRANGE. 
Post 8vo, picture boards, ‘2s. each. 
A MODEL FATHER, | BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 
OLD BLAZER’S HERO. With Three Illustrations by A. McCormick. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY. 


Crown &vo, cloth extra, 6s. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS. 
PAUL JONES’S ALIAS. With 13 Illustrations by A. Forestier and G. NICOLET. 


aes THE BISHOPS’ BIBLE. Crown 8Vvo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 
MURRAY.—A GAME OF BLUFF: A Novel. By Henry Murray. 
_ Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 3 cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 
NISBET (HUME), BOOKS BY. 
_ “BAIL UP!” A Romance of BUSHRANGERS AND Bracks. Cr, 8vo,cl. ex.,3s.Ga. 
LESSONS IN ART. With 21 llustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. Gd. 


NOVELISTS.—HALF-HOURS WITH THE BEST NOVELISTS OF 
THE CENTURY. Edit. by H.T. Mackenzie BELL, Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. Gd. [Preparing, 


Q'CONNOR. — LORD BEACONSFIELD: A Biography, By T. P, 


O Connor, M.P. Sixth Edition, with an Introduction. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


O’HANLON (ALICE), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE UNFORESEEN, | CHANCE? OR FATE? 
OHNET (GEORGES), NOVELS BY. 
DOCTOR RAMEAU. Translated by Mrs. CasHeL Hory. With g Illustrations by 
E. BayarpD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.$ post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A LAST LOVE. Translated by ALBert D, VANDAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A WEIRD GIFT. Translated by ALBERT D. VANDAM. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


OLIPHANT (MRS. ), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qs. each. 
THE PRIMROSE PATH. | THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN ENGLAND, 
WHITELADIES. With Illustrations by ARTHUR Hopxkins.and Henry Woops, 

A.R.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


O’REILLY (MRS.).— PHCBE’S FORTUNES. Post 8vo. illust. bds.. 2s, 


U’SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR), POEMS BY. 

' LAYS OF FRANCE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. Gd. 
MUSIC AND MOONLIGHT. Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra. ¥s. Gal, 
SONGS OF A WORKER, Fcap, syo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd, 
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OUIDA, NOVELS BY. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each, 


HELD IN BONDAGE. FOLLE-FARINE. MOTHS. 
TRICOTRIN. A DOG OF FLANDERS. | PIPISTRELLO. 
STRATHMORE, PASCAREL. A VILLAGE COMMUNE, 
CHANDOS. TWO LITTLE WOODEN | IN MAREMMA. 
CECIL CASTLEMAINE’S| SHOES. BIMBI. 

GAGE. SIGNA. WANDA. 
IDALIA. IN A WINTER CITY. FRESCOES. | OTHMAR. 
UNDER TWO FLAGS. | ARIADNE. PRINCESS NAPRAXINE. 
PUCK. FRIENDSHIP. GUILDEROY. | RUFFINO. 


SYRLIN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 
SANTA BARBARA, &c. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ouipa by F, SYDNEY 
& Morris, Post 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. CHEAP EDITION, illustrated boards, 2s. _ 


PAGE (H. A.), WORKS BY. 
THOREAU: His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 
ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged ona New Principle, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, DSe 


PASCAL’S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His- 


torical Introduction and Notes by T. M’Crrz, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ‘2s. 


PAUL.—GENTLE AND SIMPLE. By MarcarerA. Pavt, With Frontis- 


piece by HELEN PaTERSON. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gd.3 post 8vo, illust, boards, ‘Sse 


PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra. ‘$a. Ga. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3». each, 


LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. A GRAPE FROM A THORN. 
WALTER’S WORD. FROM EXILE. 
LESS BLACK THAN WE’RE| SOME PRIVATE VIEWS. 

PAINTED. THE CANON’S WARD. ~ 
BY PROXY. THE TALK OF THE TOWN. 
HIGH SPIRITS. HOLIDAY TASKS. 
UNDER ONE ROOF. GLOW-WORM TALES. 
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE, 

Post $vo, illustrated boards, @s. each. 

HUMOROUS STORIES. THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE. 
THE FOSTER BROTHERS. FOUND DEAD. 
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE. GWENDOLINE’S HARVEST, 
MARRIED BENEATH HIM. A MARINE RESIDENCE. 
BENTINCK’S TUTOR. MIRK ABBEY. 
A PERFECT TREASURE, NOT WOOED, BUT WON. 
A COUNTY FAMILY. TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD. 
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON. THE BEST OF HUSBANDS. 
A WOMAN’S VENGEANCE. HALVES. | THE BURNT MILLION. 
CARLYON’S YEAR.|CECIL’S TRYST. FALLEN FORTUNES. 
MURPHY’S MASTER. WHAT HE COST HER, 
AT HER MERCY. KIT: A MEMORY. | FOR CASH ONLY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each. 
IN PERIL AND PRIVATION: Stories of MARINE ADVENTURE Re-told.. With 17 
Illustrations. Z 
THE WORD AND THE WILL. 
eh STORIES, and some SHADY ONES. With a Frontispiece by FRED. 
ARNARD. 


NOTES FROM THE * NEWS.” Crown 8vo, portrait cover, As.3 cloth, Is. 6d. 


PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. Gd. each. 
PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations, 
PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du MAuRIER, 
THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Sociéte, Selected by H. C., PENNELL. 


PHELPS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, is. each; cloth, Is. 6d. each. 
BEYOND THE GATES. By the Author AN OLD MAID’S PARADISE, 
of ‘‘ The Gates Ajar.”’ | BURGLARS IN PARADISE. 


JACK THE FISHERMAN. Illustrated by C. W. Reep. Cr. 8vo, Bs. 5 cloth, Es. 6a, 
PIRKIS (C. L.), NOVELS BY. 


TROOPING WITH: CROWS. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is, 
LADY LOVELACE, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2» 
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PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY. 
THE PURSUIVANT OF ARMS; or, Heraldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece, Five Plates, and 209 IIlusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 
SONGS AND POEMS, 1819-1879. Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNESS. Cr. 8vo, cl., Ox. 


PLUTARCH’S LIVTS OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. Translated from the 


Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical, and a Life ot Plutarch, by Joun and 
WILcrAM LANGH:: «NE. With Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, 40s. Gd. 


POE’S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry. Intro- 


duction by Cuas. BAUDELAIRE, Portrait, and Facsimiles, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. Gd. 
___THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


POPE’S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


PRICE (E. C.), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. Gd. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s, each. 
VALENTINA. | THE FOREIGNERS _|MRS. LANCASTER’S RIVAL. 


GERALD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. aa 
PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA:;; or, The Great Conspiracy of 1881, By 


the Princess OLGA. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Gs, 


PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY. 


FLOWERS OF THE SKY. With 55 [llusts. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps for Every Nigh in the Year, Drawings 
of the Constellations, &« .Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs, 

FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ex., 40s. Gad. 

MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Gs, 
' THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. With numerous Illustrations, Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 6s. 

WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, fs. 6d. 


PRYCE.—MISS MAXWELL’S AFFECTIONS. By RicHarD Pryce, 


Author of ‘‘ The Ugly Story of Miss Wetherby,” &c, 2 vols., crown 8vo. 


RAMBOSSON.—POPULAR ASTRONOMY. By J. Ramzosson, Laureate 


of the Institute of France. With numerous Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. Gd. 


_RANDOLPH.—AUNT ABIGAIL DYKES: A Novel. By Lt.-Colonel 


GEORGE RANDOLPH, U.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Ga. 


READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. 

Crown vo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illust. bds., Ss. each. 

PEG WOFFINGTON. Illustrated by S. L. Fives, R.A.—Also a Pocket Epirron, 
set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 2s. Gd. 

CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. Illustrated by WILLIAM SMALL.—Also a Pocket EpITIOon, 
set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 2s. 6d. 

IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated by G. J. PINWELL. 

THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illustrated by 
HELEN PATERSON. 3 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c. Illustrated by Marr STRETCH, 

LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. [llustrated by M. ELtten Epwarps. 

THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. Illusts. by Sir Joun Givperr, R.A., and C. Keene, 

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Illustrated by CHARLES KEENE, 

HARD CASH. Illustrated by F. W. Lawson, 

GRIFFITH GAUNT, Illustrated by S. L. Finpes, R.A., and WILLIAM SMALL, 

FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by George Du Maurier. 

PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE, Illustrated by RoperT Barnes, 

A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by Epwarp Huaues and A, W. Cooper, 

A SIMPLETON, Illustrated by Kate CRAUFURD. 

THE WANDERING HEIR. IIlustrated by HeLen Paterson, S. L. Fivpes, R.A,, 
C, GREEN, and Henry Woops, A.R.A. 

A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by THomas CouLpDEry, 

SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE, Illustrated by P. Macnas. 

GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS, Illustrated by E. A, 
ABBEY, Percy Macguoip, R.W.S., and JoserH Nasu, 

THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by JoserH Nasu, 

READIANA. With a Steel-plate Portrait of CHARLES READE, 


BIBLE CHARACTERS: Studies of David, Paul, &c. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, Es, 


SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKS OF CHARLES READE. With an Introduction. 
by Mrs, ALEX, IRELAND, and a Steel-Plate Portrait, Crown 8vo, buckram, Gs 
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RIDDELL (MRS. J. H.), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.each. 
HER MCTHER’S DARLING. | WEIRD STORIES. 
THE PRINCE OF WALES’S GARDEN PARTY. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
UNINHABITED HOUSE. | FAIRY WATER. | MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS. 


RIMMER (ALFRED), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. each. 
OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With 55 Illustrations. 
RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW. With 50 Illustrations. 
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. With 58 lllusts. byC. A. VanDERHOOF, &c. 


ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Daniet DeFor, (Major's Epition.) With 


37 Illustrations by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 


ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
WOMEN ARE STRANGE. |THE HANDS OF JUSTICE. 


ROBINSON (PHIL), WORKS BY. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each. 
THE POETS’ BIRDS. | THE POETS’ BEASTS. 
THE POETS AND NATURE: REPTILES, FISHES, INSECTS. (Preparing. 


ROCHEFOUCAULD’S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With 


Notes, and an Introductory Essay by SAInTE-BEUVE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


SSS 


ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE: A List of the Principal Warriors 


who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, 
A.D. 1066-7. With Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. Handsomely printed, 3%. 


ROW LEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth, Ys. dal. each. * 
PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations. 
MORE PUNIANA. Profusely Illustrated. 


RUNCIMAN (JAMES), STORIES BY. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss.each; clothlimp, 2s. Gd. each. 


SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. | GRACE BALMAIGN’S SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS. 


RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY: ; 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, @s. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE. A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK, 
IN THE MIDDLE WATCH. MYSTERY OF THE “OCEAN STAR.” 
A YOYAGE TO THE CAPE. | THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOW2Z, 
ON THE FO’K’SLE HEAD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
AN OCEAN TRAGEDY. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Bs. Ga. post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
MY SHIPMATE LOUISE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Ga. 


SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY. 
A FELLOW OF TRINITY. With a Note by Oriver WEeNDELL Hotmgs and a 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 34. 6d.3 post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 
THE JUNIOR DEAN. 3 vols., crown 8vo. 


SALA.—GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. By Georce AuGustus SALA. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


SANSON.—SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS: Meuwoi.s 


of the Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 61. 


SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gad. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
GUY WATERMAN. | THE LION IN THE PATH.| THE TWO DREAMERS, 
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, #s. Gd. 


SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3%. 6d. each; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. HEART SALVAGE. 
THE HIGH MILLS. SEBASTIAN. 
JOAN MERRYWEATHER. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
GIDEON’S ROCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


SCIENCE-GOSSIP: An Illustrated Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by Dr. J. E. Taytor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geology, 
Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Physiography 
Photography,&c. Price 4d. Monthly; or 5s. per year, post-free. Vols. I. to XIX, 
may be had, 7s. Gd. each; Vols. XX, to date, Ss. each, Cases for Binding, 4s. Gd, 


— 
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SECRET OUT, THE: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Enter- 


taining Experiments in Drawing-room or ‘““White Magic.” By W. H. CREMER. 
With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. Gd. 


SEGUIN (L. G.), WORKS BY. 
THE COUNTRY OF THE PASSION PLAY (OBERAMMERGAU) and the Highlands 
of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 16 Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. 


SENIOR (WM.).—BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. Gd. 
SHAKESPEARE, THE FIRST FOLIO.—Mr. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE'S 


ComEpiESs, HISTORIES, AND TRAGEDIES. Published according to the true 
Originall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac Iaccarp and Ep. BLounT. 1623.— 
A reduced Photographic Reproduction. Small 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 7s. 6d. 
SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB’S TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. With 
[llustrations, coloured and plain, by J. Moyr SmitH. Crown 4to, cloth, 6s. 


SHARP.—CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW: A Novel. By WILLIAM 


SHarp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


SHELLEY.—THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF 
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. HERNE 
SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. Gd. each. 

POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols.: 
Vol. I. Introduction by the Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson ; Shelley’s Corre- 
spondence with Stockdale; The Wandering Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems; Rosalind and Helen: Prometheus Unbound; Adonais, &c. 
Vol. II. Laon and Cythna; The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Sweillfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 
- Atlas; Epipsychidion: Hellas, 
Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols.: 
Vol.. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozziand St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refuta- 
tion of Deism ; Lettersto Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments. 
Vol. II. The Essays; Letters from Abroad; Translations and Fragments, Edited by Mrs, SHELLEY, 
With a Bibliography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 


SHERARD.—ROGUES: A Novel. By R. H. SHERARD, Crown 8vo, 


picture cover, Is.3 cloth, Is. 6d. 


SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL 
P. H. SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols.,demy 8vo, cloth, 24s. 


SHERIDAN’S. (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With 
Lie and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and 
Poetry, Translations, Speeches, Jokes, &c. With to Illusts, Cr. 8vo, cl., 7s. Ga. 

THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, printed 
on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 

SHERIDAN’S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes toeach Play, anda Biographical Sketch, by 
BRANDER MaTTHEWS. With Illustrations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, As. 6a. 


SIDNEY’S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ- 


ing all thosein “Arcadia.” With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by tbe 
Rev. A.B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s. 


SIGNBOARDS: Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By JAcop Larwoop and JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 
With Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Ga. 


SIMS (GEORGE R.), WORKS BY. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each. 


ROGUES AND VAGABONDS. MARY JANE MARRIED. 
THE RING O’ BELLS. TALES OF TO-DAY. 
- MARY JANE’S MEMOIRS. DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 60 Illustrations, 


TINKLETOP’S CRIME. With a Frontispiece by Maurice GREIFFENHAGEN, 
Crown 8vo, picture cover, Bs. each; cloth, is. 6d. each. 
HOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON. 
THE DAGONET RECITER AND READER: being Readings and Recitations in 
Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by GeorcE R. Sims, 
DAGONET DITTIES. From the Referee. 
THE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS. 


SISTER DORA: A Biography. By MarcarET LonspaLe, With Four 


Illustrations, Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d.3 cloth, Gd. 
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SKETCHLEY.—A MATOH IN THE DARK. by Anruvn Seetouvey.- 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): Etymological, Historical, and Anec- 
dotal, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. Gd. 
SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS BY. 


THE PRINCE OF ARGOLIS. With 130 Illusts. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
TALES OF OLD THULE. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, Gs. 
THE WOOING OF THE WATER WITCH. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


SOCIETY IN LONDON. By A Foreicn ResipEntT, Crown 8vo, 
is.3 cloth, Us. Gd. 


SOCIETY IN PARIS: The Upper Ten Thousand, A Series of Letters 


from Count Pau Vasiri to a Young French Diplomat. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


SOMERSET. —SONGS OF ADIEU. By Lord Henry Somerset. 


Small 4to, Japanese vellum, 6s. 


SPALDING.—ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the belief 


in the Existence of Devils. ByT. A. SPALDING, LL.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


SPEIGHT (T..-W.), NOVELS BY. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 3 
THE MYSTERIES OF HERON DYKE. THE GOLDEN HOOP. . 
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, and A BARREN HOODWINKED; and THE SANDY- 


TITLE. CROFT MYSTERY. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, Is. 6d. each, 
A BARREN TITLE. | WIFE OR NO WIFE? 


THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown 8yo, picture cover, As. 
SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations 


by WaLTER J. Morcan, Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 6s. 


STARRY HEAVENS (THE): A PorticaL Birtupay Book, Royal - 


16mo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 


STAUNTON.—THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With an 


Analysis of the Openings. By Howarp Staunton. Edited by Ropert B. WoRMALD, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. . 


STEDMAN (E. C.), WORKS BY. 
VICTORIAN POETS. Thirteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 
THE POETS OF AMERICA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 


STERNDALE. — THE AFGHAN KNIFE: A Novel. By Roserr 


ARMITAGE STERNDALE. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.: post 8vo. illust. hoards. 2s, 


STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Post 8vo,cl. limp, 2s. Gd. cach 


TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Eighth Edit, With a Frontis.by WALTER CRANE, 
AN INLAND VOYAGE. Fourth Edition. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE, 


Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each, 
FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Fifth Edition. 
THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS. With a Frontispiece. Third Edition. 
THE MERRY MEN. Second Edition. | UNDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Edition, 
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Edition. 
YVIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers. Fifth Edition, | BALLADS, 


NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, Gs, 3 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

PRINCE OTTO. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

FATHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rey. Dr. Hyde. Second Edition, 
Crown 8vo, hand-made and brown paper, Is. 


STODDARD. — SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS, By 


C, WARREN STODDARD. Illustrated by WaLLis Mackay. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. 


STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS. With Notices by HELEN and 


ALICE ZIMMERN, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


~ 
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STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDER. 


With rg Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL. 


Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, BS. 


STRUTT’S SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 


ENGLAND; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum- 


meries, Shows, &c., from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. 
With rg4o Illustrations, 


WILLIAM HONE. 


Edited by 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


SUBURBAN HOMES (THE) OF LONDON: A Residential Guide. 


With 


a Map,and Notes on Rental, Rates, and Accommodation Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. Od, 


SWIFT’S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 


Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in “ Gulliver’s Travels.” Cr. 8vo, cl., 7s. Ga. 


GULLIVER’S TRAVELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. 


paper and half-bound, 2s. 


Post 8vo, printed on laid 


A MONOGRAPH ON SWIFT. By J. Cuurton Cottins. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 8s. [Shortly. 
SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C.), WORKS BY. 


SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS 
OF A.C. SWINBURNE. Fcap. 8vo, Gs. 

ATALANTA IN CALYDON. Cr. 8vo, Gs. 

CHASTELARD: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 

NOTES ON POEMS AND REVIEWS. 
Demy 8vo, ts. 

POEMS AND BALLADS. First SERIES, 
Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 9s. 

POEMS AND BALLADS, SeEconp SERIES. 
Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 98. 

POEMS AND BALLADS. Tuirp SERIES, 
Crown 8vo, 78. 

SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown 8vo, 
10s. 6d. 

BOTHWELL: A Tragedy. 
12s. Gd. 

SONGS OF TWO NATIONS. Cr. 8vo, Gs. 


Crown 8vo, 


GEORGE CHAPMAN. (See Vol. Il. of G. 
CHAPMAN’S Works.) Crown 8vo, @s. 
ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Cr. 8vo, 12s. 
ERECHTHEUS: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vc, Gs. 
SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 
STUDIES IN SONG. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
MARY STUART: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo 8s 
TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE. Cr. 8vo, 9» 
A CENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Sm. 4to, 8s. 
A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 
MARINO FALIERO: A Tragedy. Crown 
8vo, Os. 
A STUDY OF VICTOR HUGO. Cr. 8vo, Gs. 
MISCELLANIES. Crown 8vo, Bs. 
LOCRINE: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, Gs. 
A STUDY OF BEN JONSON. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 


SYMONDS.—WINE, WOMEN, AND SONG: Medizval Latin Students’ 


Songs. With Essay and Trans. by J. ADDINGTON Symonps. Fcap. 8vo, parchment, 6s. 


SYNTAX’S (DR.) THREE TOURS: In Search of the Picturesque, in 
Search of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With RowLanpson’s Coloured Illus- 
trations, and Lite of the Author by }. C. HotTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


TAINE’S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


Translated by 


Henry Van Laun. Four Vols., medium 8vo, cloth boards, 30s.—PopPpuLAR EDITION, 
Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15s. 


TAYLOR’S (BAYARD) DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB: Bur- 


lesques of Modern Writers. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


TAYLOR (DR. J. E., F.L.S.), WORKS BY. Cx. 8vo,cl. ex., 7s. 6d. eh 


THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch of the Life and Conduct 
of the Vegetable Kingdom, With a Coloured Frontispiece and roo Illustrations. 


OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them, 331 Illustrations, 
_ THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 365 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, ds. 
TAYLOR’S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing “ Clancarty,” 


“Jeanne Darc,’’“‘’Twixt Axe and Crown,” “The Fool’s Revenge,” ‘‘ Arkwright’s 


Wife,” ‘Anne Boleyn,” “ Plot and Passion.” 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


*,* The Plays may also be had separately, at is. each. 


TENNYSON (LORD): A Biographical Sketch. 


By H. J. JENNINGS, 


With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


THACKERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes, Illustrated by Hundreds of 


Sketches by 


WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY, depicting Humorous Incidents in 


his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the Books of his Every-day Reading. 


With a Coloured Frontispiece. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


THAMES. —A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMES, 
By A. §.Krausse, With 340 Illustrations Post 8vo, Is,3 cloth, ¥s, Gd, 


24 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


THOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELS BY. cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. Gd. ea.; post 8vo, Vs. ea, 
CRESSIDA. | THE ViOLIN-PLAYER. | PROUD MAISIE, 


THOMSON’S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. Introduction 


by ALLAN CunnINGHAM, and Illustrations on Steel and Wood. Cr. 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d. 


THORNBURY (WALTER), WORKS BY,2Cu 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. Gd. each. 


THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF J. M. W. TURNER. Founded upon 
\ Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends. With Illustrations in Colours. 
HAUNTED LONDON, Edit. by E. WaLForbD, M.A. Illusts. by F, W. FaIrHOLT, F.S.A, 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. | TALES FOR THE MARINES, 


TIMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each. 
THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations. 
ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Wealth and Fashion, 
Delusions, Impostures, and Fanatic Missions, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, 
Theatrical Folk, Men of Letters, &c. With 48 Illustrations. 


TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 


THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. ~— MARION FAY. 
KEPT IN THE DARK. MR. SCARBOROUGH’S FAMILY. 
FRAU FROHMANN, THE LAND-LEAGUERS., 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ys. each. 
GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. |. JOHN CALDIGATE. | AMERICAN SENATOR. 


TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA. | MABEL’S PROGRESS. | ANNE FURNESS, 


TROLLOPE (T. A.).—DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Post 8v0, illust. bds., 2s. 
TROWBRIDGE.—FARNELL’S FOLLY: A Novel. By J. T. Trow- 


BRIDGE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


TYLER CC; FRASER-).—MISTRESS JUDITH: A Novel. By 


C. C, FRASER-TYTLER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. Gd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 


TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
THE BRIDE’S PASS. | BURIED DIAMONDS. 


NOBLESSE OBLIGE, THE BLACKHALL GHOSTS, 
LADY BELL. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH. BEAUTY AND THE BEAST, 
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE. DISAPPEARED. 
SAINT MUNGO’S CITY. THE HUGUENOT FAMILY. 


VILLARI.—A DOUBLE BOND. By Linpa VILLaRI. F cap. 8vo, picture — 


cover Is. 


WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction, by 


WituiaM M.Rossettt. With Portrait. Cr.8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6s, 


WALTON AND COTTON’S COMPLETE ANGLER ; or, The Con- 
templative Man’s Recreation, by Izaak WaLTON ; and Instructions how to Angle for a 
Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by CHARLES CoTron. With Memoirs and Notes 
by Sir Harris Nicovas, and 61 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d. 


WARD (HERBERT), WORKS BY. 


FIYE YEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. With 92 Illustrations by the 
Author, Victor PeRARD, and W. B. Davis. Third ed. Roy. 8vo, cloth ex., 14s, 

MY LIFE WITH STANLEY’S REAR GUARD. Witha Map by F. S, WELLER, 
F.R.G.S. Post 8vo, ts.3 cloth, is. Gd. 


WARNER.—A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY, By CuarLes DupLEy 


WaRNER, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs, 
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WALFORD (EDWARD, M.A.), WORKS BY. 

WALFORD’S COUNTY FAMILIES OF THE UNITED KINGDOM (1891). Contain- 
ing the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of 12,000 Heads of Faniilies, 
their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, &c, Royal 8vo,cloth gilt, d0s. 

WALFORD’S SHILLING PEERAGE (1891). Containing a List of the House of 
Lords, Scotch and Irish Peers, &c. 32mo. cloth, Is. 

WALFORD’S SHILLING BARONETAGE (1891). Containinga List of the Baronets 
of the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, is. 

WALFORD’S SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1891). Containing a List of the Knights 
ot the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, Is. 

WALFORD’S SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONS (1891). Containing a List of all 
Members of Parliament, their Addresses, Clubs. &c. 32mo,cloth, Es. 

WALFORD’S COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE, AND 
HOUSE OF COMMONS (4891). Royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges 3s. 

WALFORD’S WINDSOR PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, AND KNIGHTAGE (1891). 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, I2s. 6d. 

TALES OF OUR GREAT FAMILIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

WILLIAM PITT: A Bography. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 


"NN Mm oOVoOnmIITOOM Nianrna Yr i. x OWwWwoOvoOoOoQOoOoOooooyTrt 
WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59 
Signatures and Seals. Printed on paper 22in. by 14in. 2s. 
WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. A Facsimile, including 
Queen Elizabeth’s Signature and the Great Seal. ‘2s. 


WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH POCKET SPEC- 
TROSCOPE. By F.W. Cory. With 10 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, Is.3 cloth, Is. 6d. 


WESTROPP.—HANDBOOK OF POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. By 


Hopper M. Wesrropp. With Illusts. and List of Marks. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 4s. Gd. 


WHIST.—HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST. By ABRAHAM S. WILKS 


and CHARLES F, ParpoNn. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 3. 
WHISTLER’S (MR.) TEN O’CLOCK. Cr. 8vo, hand-made paper, 1s. 
WHITE.—THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE,. By Gicsert 


Waite, M.A. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 


WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY. 
SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT, With Illusts. Cr, 8vo, clcth limp, 2s. Gd. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9a 


WILLIAMSON.—A CHILD WIDOW. By Mrs. F. H. Wittiamson. 


Three Vols., crown 8vo. 


WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY. 
CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With 259 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Ys. Gd. 
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST’S NOTE-BOOK. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. Witb numerous Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Gs. 
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. lIllusts. Cr. 8vo, Us.3cl., is. Gd. 
GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 


W INTER (J. S.), STORIES BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. each, . 


CAVALRY LIFE. | REGIMENTAL LEGENDS. : 
WISSMANN.—MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL 


AFRICA, from the Congo to the Zambesi, in 1886, 1887. By Major HERMANN VON 
WissMANN. Trans. by M.J. A. BERGMANN, Map by F. S. WELLER and gz2 IIlusts, 


by R. HELLGREwe and KLeIn-CHEvALIER. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 16s. — [ Shortly, 


WOOD.—SABINA: A Novel. By Lady Woop. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
WOOD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN. 


‘WOOLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTRONG; or, Love and Theology. By 


CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.3 cloth, 2s. 6d. 


are ee ee eee 
WRIGHT (THOMAS), WORKS BY. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gal. each, 
CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES, With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, 
Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. 
HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA- 
TURE, SCULPTURE, AND PAINTING. Illustrated by F. W. Farruocr, F.S.A, 


YATES (EDMUND), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 


LAND AT LAST, | THE FORLORN HOPE, | CASTAWAY, 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


SSS SLASEY 


LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 


*.* For fuller cataloguing, see alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-25, 


THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY. 


A Journey Round My Room. By Xavier 
DE MAISTRE. 
Quips and Quiddities. By W.D. Apams, 
The Agony Column of “The Times.” 
Melancholy Anatomised: Abridgment of 
“ Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy,” 
The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. By W. T. Dogson. 
Poetical Ingenuities. By W.T. Dogson. 
The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-BeEc, 
W. S. Gilbert’s Plays. First SErizs. 
W. S. Gilbert’s Plays. Srconp SERIES. 
Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Animals and Masters. By Sir A. HeLps, 
Social Pressure. By Sir A. HELPs, 
Curiosities of Criticism. H. J. JENNINGs. 
Holmes’s Autocrat of Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume, 


Little Essays: trom Lams’s Letters, 
Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacop Larwoop 
Theatrical Anecdotes. Jacos LARwoop, 
Jeux d’Esprit. Edited by Henry S, Leicn, 
Witch Stories. By E. LYNN LINTON. 
Ourselves. By E, Lynn LinTOon, 
Pastimes & Players. By R. MacGREGor, 
New Paul and Virginia. W.H.Mattock., 
New Republic. By W. H. Mattock, 
Puck on Pegasus. By H.C, PENNELL. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H.C. PENNELL, — 
Muses of Mayfair. Ed. H.C. PENNELL. 
Thoreau: His Life & Aims. By H.A. PaGe. 
Puniana. By Hon. HuGuH Row ey, 
More Puniana. By Hon. HuGH Row_ey, 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. 
By Stream and Sea. By Wm. SENIOR. 
Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note-Book. 
By Dr. ANDREW WILSON. 


THE GOLDEN LIBRARY. 


Bayard Taylor’s Diversions of the Echo 
Club. . 

Bennett’s Ballad History of England. 

Bennett’s Songs for Sailors. 

Godwin’s Lives of the Necromancers. 

Pope’s Poetical Works. 

Holmes’s Autocrat of Breakfast Table. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. per Volume. 


| 


Holmes’s Professor at Breakfast Table. 

Jesse’s Scenes of Country Life. 

Leigh Hunt’s Tale for a Chimney 
Corner. 

Mallory’s Mort d’Arthur: Selections. 

Pascal’s Provincial Letters. 

Rochefoucauld’s Maxims & Reflections. 


THE WANDERER’S LIBRARY. 


Wanderings in Patagonia. By JuLius 
BreEersoum. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes. By FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Savage Life. By FREDERICK BoyLe. 

Merrie England in the Olden Time. By 
G. DANIEL. Illustrated by CRUIKSHANK, 

Circus Life. By THOMAS FRostT. 

Lives of the Conjurers. THomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old London 
Fairs. By THomas Frost, 

Low-Life Deeps. By JAMES GREENWOOD. 


Harry Fludyer at Cambridge. 

Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. Bret Harre. 

Twins of Table Mountain. Bret Harte. 

A Day’s Tour. By Percy FITZGERALD, 

Esther’s Glove. By R. E. FRANCILLON, 

Sentenced! By SomMERVILLE GIBNEY, 

The Professor’s Wife. By L.GrAnHam. 

Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By 
JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Niagara Spray. By J. HoLLINGSHEAD, 


A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. By 
CHARLES JAMES. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By 


Tom JERROLD. 
Cut by the Mess. By ArtTHuR KEYSER. 
Our Sensation Novel. J. H. McCarrny. 
Doom! By Justin H. McCarrny, M.P. 
Dolly. By Justin H. McCarruy, M.P. 
Lily Lass. Justin H. McCarrny, M,P. 


| 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ‘3s. @d. each. 


Wilds of London. James GREENWOOD, 
Tunis. Chev. HessE-WARTEGG, 22 Illusts. 
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack. 
World Behind the Scenes. P.FIrzGERALD, 
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings. aa 
The Genial Showman. By E.P. Hinesron, 
Story of London Parks. Jacos Larwoop. 
London Characters. By HENRY MayHEw. 
Seven Generations of Executioners. 


Summer Cruising in the South Seas. — 


By C. WARREN STODDARD, Illustrated, 


POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS. 


Was She Good or Bad? By W. Minto. 
That Girl in Black. Mrs. MoLEswortH, 
Notes from the “News.” By Jas. Payn, 
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. PHEtps. 
Old Maid’s Paradise. By E. S. Puetps, 
Burglars in Paradise. By E. S. PHEerps,. 
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. PHe.ps. 
Trooping with Crows. By C. L. Pirxis. 
Bible Characters. By Cuarutes Reape, 
Rogues. By R. H. SHERARD, 
The Dagonet Reciter. By G. R. Sims. 
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sis. 
Case of George Candlemas. G. R. Sims, 
Sandycroft Mystery. T.W. Spreicur. 
Hoodwinked. By T. W. Sprercut. 
Father Damien. By R.L. Stevenson, 
A Double Bond. By Linpa Vitxart.. 
My Life with Stanley’s Rear Guard, By 
HERBERT WARD, OF, 


i 
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MY LIBRARY. 
Choice Works, printed on laid paper, bound half-Roxburghe, 2s. Gd. each. 
Four Frenchwomen. By Austin Dozson. Christie Johnstone. By Cuartes READE, 
Citation and Examination of William With a Photogravure Frontispiece, 
Shakspeare. By W. S. Lanpor. Peg Woffington. By CuarLres READE, 
The Journal of Maurice de Guerin. 


THE POCKET LIBRARY. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2s. each. 

The Essays of Elia. By Cuartes Lamp. |} The Epicurean, &c. By THomas Moors, 

Robinson Crusoe. Edited by Joun Major, Leigh Hunt’s Essays. Ed. E. Outer. 
With 37 Illusts. by GzEorcr Crurksuink, | The Natural History of Selborne. By 


Whims and Oddities. By Tuomas Hoop, GILBERT WHITE, 

With 85 Illustrations, Gulliver’s Travels, and The Tale of a 
The Barber’s Chair, and The Hedgehog Tub. By Dean Swirt. 

Letters. By DoucLas JERROLD. The Rivals, School for Scandal, and other 
Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By Britvat- Piays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, 


SavaRin. Trans. R. E. ANDERSON, M.A. Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. Larwoop. 


THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 


Lisprary EDITIONS oF NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS, Many Illustrated, 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each. 


By GRANT ALLEN. By Mrs.EE. LOVE YT CAMERON, 
pest t te For Maimie’s Sake. | Juliet’s Guardian. | Deceivers Ever, 
abylon The Devil’s Die. 3 ; z 
In all Shades. _| This Mortal Coil. ee eae Ee COLLENS: 
The Tents of Shem. | The Great Taboo. fe te ape Frozen Deep. 
By ALAN ST. AUBYN. er Dark, e Two Destinies, 
te No Name, Law and the Lady. 
A Fellow of Trinity. Antonina. | Basil. | Haunted Hotel, 
By Rev. 8S. BARING GOULD. Hide and Seek. The Fallen Leaves, 
Red Spider. | Eve. | The Dead Secret. Jezebel’s Daughter 


: mie ; Queen of Hearts. The Black Robe. 
By W. BESANT & J. poe My Miscellanies. Heart and Science, 
My Little Girl. By Celia’s Arbour. | Woman in White. | “] Say No.” 


Case of Mr.Lucraft. | Monks of Thelema. | The Moonst ‘ Li 

This Son of Vulcan. | The Seamy Side. Man ana" Wife, Ra ete ae 

Golden Butterfly. | Ten Years’ Tenant. | Poor Miss Finch. | The Legacy of Cain 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. Miss or Mrs? A Rogue’s Life, 
Sn eae New Magdalen. Blind Love. 

w r’s : S 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. By DUTTON COOK. 
By WALTER BESAN'E, Paul Foster’s Daughter, 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. By WILLIAM CYPLES, 
ae ookaing Even: Hearts of Gold. 
in a Garden Fair : a 

The World Went Very Well Then. By ALPHONSE DAUDET, 

For Faith and Freedom. The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

Dorothy Forster. | To Call Her Mine, By JAMES DE] 

Uncle Jack. The Holy Rose. © ee inte oe E MILLE, 

Children of Gibeon. | Armorel of Lyon- pain. 

Herr Paulus. esse. By J. DEPTH DERWENY, 

Bell des Paul’s. Vora Our Lady of Tears.| Circe’s Lovers, 

By ROBERT EB : By Wirs. ANNIE EDV 
The Shadow of the Sword, Reet VALDES, 
Child of Nature. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. By G. MIANVELELE FENN, 

God and the Man. | The New Abelard, The New Mistress, 

Loye Me for Ever. | Foxglove Manor. By PERCY FITZGER: 

Annan Water. Master of the Mine. | Fatal Zero. Mig ee 

Matt. Heir of Linne. ¥ : 

By HALL CAENE. 

The Shadow of a Crime. Queen Cophetua. | A Real Queen. 

A Son of Hagar. |The Deemster. One by One. King or Knave? 

MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. Pret. by Sir BARTLE ERE RE, 

pate Reaag a Midniehe ee Pandurang Hari. 

rom Midni o Midnight. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. By EDWARD GARRETT, 


Village Comedy. | You Play Me False The Capel Girls. 


THE PiccaDiLiy (3/6) NovELS—continued. 


By CHIARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. The Golden Shaft. 
In Honour Bound. | Of High Degree. 
Loving a Dream. 

The Flower of the Forest. 
By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 


Garth. Dust. 

Ellice Quentin. Fortune’s Fool. 
Sebastian Strome. | Beatrix Randoiph. 
David Poindexter’s Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera. 


By Sir A. HELPS. 
Ivan de Biron. 
By FESAAG HENDERSON. 
Agatha Page. 
By irs. ALFRED WONT. 


The Leaden Casket. | Self-Condemned. 
That other Person. 


By JEAN INGELOW 
Fated to be Free. 
By BR. ASHE KING. 


A Drawn Game. 
“The Wearing of the Green.” 


By HENRY KENGSLEYW. 
Number Seventeen. 
By E. LYNN LINTON. 


Patricia Kemball. | Ione. 
Under which Lord? | Paston Carew. 
“My Love!” Sowing the Wind. 


The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
By HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 
By JUSTIN WMicCARTEEY. 


A Fair Saxon. Donna Quixote. 
Linley Rochford. Maid of Athens. 
Miss Misanthrope. | Camiola. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. , 

My Enemy’s Daughter. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Comet of a Season. 


By AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 


By FLORENCE MARBYAT. 
Open! Sesame! 


By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
Life’s Atonement. | Val Strange. 
Joseph’s Coat. Hearts. 

Coals of Fire. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Cynic Fortune. 

The Way of the World. 


By MURRAY & HERMAN. 
The Bishops’ Bible. 


By GEORGES OHNET. 
A Weird Gift. 
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Tue PiccapiLiy (3/6) NoveLs—continued, 
By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 


Whiteladies. 
By OUIDA. 
Held in Bondage. | Two Little Wooden 
Strathmore. Shoes. 
Chandos. In a Winter City. 
Under Two Flags. | Ariadne. 
Idalia. Friendship. 
CecilCastlemaine’s| Moths. | Ruffino. 
Gage. Pipistrello. 
Tricotrin. | Puck. | AVillageCommune 
Folle Farine. Bimbi. | Wanda. 
A Dog of Fianders. | Frescoes. 
Pascarel. | Signa. | In Maremma. 
Princess Naprax-| Othmar. | Syrlin. 
ine. Guilderoy. 


By WARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 
By JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
Less Black than We’re Painted. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
Some Private Views. 
In Peril and Privation. 
The Mystery of Mirbridge. 
The Canon’s Ward. 
Walter’s Word. Talk of the Town. 
By Proxy. Holiday Tasks. 
High Spirits. The Burnt Million. 
Under One Roof. | The ui oa and the 
ill. 
Sunny Stories. 


From Exile. 
Glow-worm Tales. 

By E. Cc. PRICE. 
Valentina. | The Foreigners. 
Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. 

By CHARLES READE. 


It is Never Too Late to Mend. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

The Autobiography of a Thief. 

Put Yourself in his Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

Singleheart and Doubleface. 

Good Stories of Men and other Animals, 
Hard Cash. Wandering Heir. 


Peg Woffington. A Woman-Hater 
ChristieJohnstone. | A Simpleton. 
Griffith Gaunt. Readiana,. 

Foul Play. The Jilt. 


Her Mother’s Darling. 
Prince of Wales’s Garden Party. 
Weird Stories. 

By FE. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 

An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 

By JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers, 
Bound to the Wheel. 
The Lion in the Path, 
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THE PICCADILLY (3/6) Novets—continued. 


By KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon’s Rock. Heart Salvage. 
The High Mills. Sebastian. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 
Without Love or Licence. 

By R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

By BERTHA THOWAS. 
Proud Maisie. | Cressida. 
The Violin-player. 
By FRANCES EK. TROLLOP:E. 


Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. | Mabel’s Progress. 


Tue PiccabDILyy (3/6) NovELS—continued, 


By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 


Frau Frohmann. Kept in the Dark. 
Marion Fay. Land-Leaguers. 
The Way We Live Now. 

Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 


By EVAN TURGENEIEEESRB, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 


By ¢. C. FRASER-TYTLERB. 
Mistress Judith. 


By SARAH TYTLEDS. 
Ths Bride’s Pass. | Lady Bell. 
Noblesse Oblige. Buried Diamonds. 
The Blackhall Ghosts. 


CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


By ARTEMUS WABD. 
Artemus Ward Complete. 


By EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 
By HAMILTON AIDE. 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 
By MARY ALBERT. 
Brooke Finchley’s Daughter. 


By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? | Valerie’s Fate. 
By GRANT ALLEN. 

Strange Stories. The Devil’s Die. 
Philistia. This Mortal Coil. 

Babylon. In all Shades. 

The Beckoning Hand. 

For Maimie’s Sake. | Tents of Shem. 
; By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 

A Fellow of Trinity. 

By Rev. 8S. BARING GOULD. 
Red Spider. | Eve. 

By FRANK BARRETT. 
Fettered for Life. 

Between Life and Death. 
By SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

By W. BESANT & J. RICE. 
This Son of Vulcan. | By Celia’s Arbour. 
My Little Girl. Monks of Thelema. 
Case of Mr.Lucraft. | The Seamy Side. 
Golden Butterfly. ' Ten Years’ Tenant. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

With Harp and Crown. 
Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

By WALTER BESANT. 
Dorothy Forster. Uncle Jack. 
Children of Gibeon. | Herr Paulus. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains’ Room. 

All in a Garden Fair. 

The World Went Very Well Then. 
For Faith and Freedom. 

To Call Her Mine. 

The Bell of St. Paul’s. 


By FREDERICK BOWLE. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 
Chronicles of No-man’s Land. 

By BRET HARTE. 
Flip. Californian Storics 
Maruja. Gabriel Conroy. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
A Phyllis of the Sierras. 


By HAROLD BRYDGES. 
Uncle Sam at Home. 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
The Shadow of the | The Martyrdom cf 
Sword. Madeline. 
A Child of Nature.| Annan Water. 
God and the Man.| The New Abelard. 
Love Me for Ever. | Matt. 
Foxglove Manor. | The Heir of Linne. 
The Master of the Mine. 
By MALE CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. |The Deemster. 
By Commander CAMERON. 
The Cruise of the *‘ Black Prince.” 

By Mrs. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet’s Guardian. 
By AUSTIN CLARE. 

For the Love of a Lass. 
By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 
By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 
By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 
MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 
Sweet and Twenty. | Village Comedy. 
Frances. You Play me False, 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 


30 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


Two-SHILtinc NovELs—continued. ° 
By WILKIE COLLINS. 


Armadale. My Miscellanies. 
After Dark. Woman in White, 
No Name. The Moonstone. 


Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel’s Daughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
“T Say No.” 

The Evil Genius, 
Little Novels. 


Antonina. | Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
Miss or Mrs? 

New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
Haunted Hotel. Legacy of Cain. 
A Rogue’s Life. Blind Love. 


By MW. J. COL@UHOUN. 
Every Inch a Soldier. 
By DUTTON COOK. 
Leo. | Paul Foster’s Daughter. 


By CC. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 


By WEHELLEAWE CYPLES, 
Hearts of Gold. 
By ALPHIONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 
By JAVIES DE VWiILELRE. 
A Castle in Spain. 
By J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers. 
By CIEARLES DICKENS, 
Sketches by Boz. | Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby. 


By DICK DONOVAN. 

The Man-Hunter. | Caught at Last! 
Tracked and Taken. 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 
The Man from Manchester. 
A Detective’s Triumphs. 

By CONAN DOWLE, &e, 
Strange Secrets. 
By Yirs. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 
By MW. BETHAW-EDWARDS, 
Felicia. | Kitty. 
By EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD, 

Bella Donna. Polly. 
Never Forgotten. Fatal Zero, 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy Lucre. ; 

By R. E. FRANCILLON. 


Olympia. Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. King or Knave? 
A Real Queen. Romances of Law, 


By HAROLD FREDERICK. 
Seth’s Brother’s Wife, 

The Lawton Girl. 

Pref. by Sir BARTLE FRERE, 
Pandurang Hari, 


-Brueton’s Bayou. 


co ee eee 
Two-SHILLing Novers—continued, ; 


By HAIN FRISWELEL, 
One of Two. 


By EDWARD GARRETT, 
The Capel Girls. 

By CHEARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. In Honour Bound. 
Fancy Free. Flower of Forest. 
For Lack of Gold. | Braes of Yarrow. 
What will the| The Golden Shaft. 

World Say? Of High Degree. 
In Love and War.| Mead and Stream. 
For the King. Loving a Dream. 
In Pastures Green.| A Hard Knot. 
Queen of Meadow.| Heart’s Delight. 
A Heart’s Problem. | Blood-Money. 

The Dead Heart. 
By WiLELIAW GELBERYT, 
Dr. Austin’s Guests. | James Duke, 


The Wizard of the Mountain. 

By HENRY GREVEILELE. 
A Noble Woman. 

By JOHN HABBERTON. 
| Country Luck. 

By ANDREW HALLIDAY. 
Every-Day Papers. 

By Lady DUFEFUS ERARDY. 
Paul Wynter’s Sacrifice. 

By THOMAS FAARDY. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 
By J. BERWICK HARWOOD. 
The Tenth Earl. = 

By JULIAN HAW THORNE. 
Garth. Sebastian Strome. 
Ellice Quentin. Dust. 
Fortune’s Fool. Beatrix Randolph. 
Miss Cadogna. Love—or a Name. 
David Poindexter’s Disappearance, 
The Spectre of the Camera. 

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS, 
Ivan de Biron. 

By Mirs. CASHIER EFROE WY. 
The Lover’s Creed. 

By Mrs. GEORGE HIOOPER. 
The House of Raby. 

By TIGHE HOPKINS. 
*Twixt Love and Duty. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HIUNT. 
Thernicroft’s Model. Self-Condemned, 
That Other Person. | Leaden Casket, 

By JEAN INGELOW, 
Fated to be Free. 

By HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 

By WARK ME RSEEA WW. 

Colonial Facts and Fictions, 

By R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. _ | Passion’s Slaye 
“The Wearing of the Green,” ; 


esa 


* 
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Two-Snittinc NoveEts—continued, 


By HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott Castle. 


By JOHN LEYS. 
The Lindsays. 


By VEARW WENSHKIHES,, 
In Exchange for a Soul. 


By E. LWNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. | Paston Carew. 
World Well Lost. | “*My Love!”’ 
Under which Lord? | Ione. 

The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 
Sowing the Wind. 


By HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 


By JUSTIN WicCARTHY. 
A Fair Saxon. | Donna Quixote. 
Linley Rochford. | Maid of Athens. 
Miss Misanthrope. ! Camiola. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. 
_The Comet of a Season. 


By AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 


KATHARINE S. VAACOUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 


By W. HH. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 


By FLORENCE VAARRWAT. 
Open! Sesame! | Fighting the Air. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 

Written in Fire. 


By J. PAASTERMAN. 
Halfa-dozen Daughters. 


By BRANDER MATEHEWWS. 
A Secret of the Sea. 


By JEAN VEIDDLEVASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorillion. 


By "irs. VIOLESWORTE. 
Hathercourt Rectory. 


By J. HK. VEUDDOCK. 
Stories Weird and Wonderful. 
The Dead Man’s Secret. 


By D. CHHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Model Father. Old Blazer’s Hero. 
Joseph’s Coat. Hearts. 

Coals of Fire. Way of the World. 
Val Strange. Cynic Fortune, 

A Life’s Atonement. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature, 

First Person Singular. 


By VEURRAYW and HERMAN. 
One Traveller Returns. 
Paul Jones’s Alias. 
By HENRY MURRAY. 
A Game of Bluff. 
By ALICE O'HANLON. 
The Unforeseen. | Chance? or Fate? 


Two-SHILLING Novets—continued. 

By GEORGES OHNET. 
Doctor Rameau. | A Last Love. 
By Mrs. OLFPRBANT. 


Whiteladies. } The Primrose Path. 
The Greatest Heixess in England. 


By Mrs. ROBERT O@REILLY. 


Phoebe’s Fortunes. 


By OUEDA. 
Held in Bondage. | Two Little Wooden 
Strathmore. Shoes. 
Chandos. Friendship. 
Under Two Flags. | Moths. 
Idalia. Pipistrello. 


CecilCastlemaine’s 
Gage. 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Farine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess Naprax- 


ine. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne, 


A Village Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In Maremma, 

Othmar. 

Guilderoy. 

Ruffino. 

Ouida’s Wisdom, 
Wit, and Pathos. 


MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 


Gentle and Simple. 


By JAVIES PAWN. 


Bentinck’s Tutor. 
Murphy’s Master. 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy. 
Cecil’s Tryst. 
Clyffards of Clyffe. 
Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands. 
Walter’s Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 
Humorous Stories. 


£200 Reward. 
Marine Residence, 
Mirk Abbey. 

By Proxy. 

Under One Roof, 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon’s Year. 
From Exile. 

For Sash Only. 
Kit. 

The Canon’s Ward 
Talk of the Town, 
Holiday Tasks, - 


Lost Sir Massingberd. 


A Perfect Treasure. 


A Woman’s Yengeance. 
The Family Scapegrace. 


What He Cost Her. 


Gwendoline’s Harvest. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Less Black than We’re Painted, 
A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 


Glow-worm Tales. 


The Mystery of Mirbridge. 


The Burnt Million. 


By ¢. L. PIRKIS, 


Lady Lovelace. 


By EDGAR A. POR. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 


By E. C. PRICE. 


Valentina. 


| The Foreigner3. 


Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. 


Gerald. 
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Two-SHILtinc Nove.ts—continued, 
Ey CHEARLES READE. 


It is Neyer Too Late to Mend. 
Christie Johnstone. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long, 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. 


Singleheart and Doubleface. « 
Good Stories of Men and other Animals. 
Hard Cash. \R Simpleton. 

Pes Woffington. Readiana. 

Griffith Gaunt. A Woman-Hater, 
Foul Play. The Jilt. 


Iby Mrs. J. HX. RIDDELL. 


Weird Stories. | Fairy Water. 
Her Mother’s Darling. 
Prince of Wales’s Garden Party. 
The Uninhabited House. 

The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 


By F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 
By JAMES RUNCEIVEAN. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace Balmaign’s Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. 


By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Galley Fire. 
On the Fo’k’sle Head. 
In the Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book for the Hammock. 
The Mystery of the “Ocean Star.” 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 


GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 
By JOHN SAUNDERS. 


Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
The-Lion in the Path. 


By KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 
Joan Merryweather. | Heart Salvage, 
The High Mills. Sebastian. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 

By GEORGE R. SIMS. 

Rogues and Vagabonds. 
The Ring o’ Bells. 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Tales of To-day. | Dramas of Life. 
Tinkletop’s Crime, 

By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Match in the Dark, 


By T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 
The Golden Hoop. | By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked, &c. 


Pt 


Two-SHILLInG NoveLs—continued. 
By R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 


By BR. LOUIS STEVENSON. 
New Arabian Nights. | Prince Otto. 


BY BERTHA THOVIAS, 
Cressida. | Proud Maisie. 
The Violin-player. 

By WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 
Old Stories Re-told. 
T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 


By BF. ELEANOR TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 

Anne Furness. | Mabel’s Progress. 
By ANTHIONY TROLLOPE. 
Frau Frohmann. | Kept in the Dark, 

Marion Fay. John Caldigate. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
By J. 1. TROWERIDGE. 

Farnell’s Folly. 

By TIVAN TURGENEIEFE, &e. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By VAARK TWAEN. 

Tom Sawyer. | | A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
Life on the Mississippi. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 

By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER, 
Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TWTLER. 
The Bride’s Pass. | Noblesse Oblige, 
Buried Diamonds. | Disappeared. 
Saint Mungo’s City. | Huguenot Family. 
Lady Bell. Blackhall Ghosts. 
What She Came Through. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Citoyenne Jaqueline. 
By J. 8. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends, 
By Eq. KR. WOOB. 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard, 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

By Lady WOOD. 
Sabina. 


CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY. 
Rachel Armstrong; or, Love & Theology 
By EDMUND WATES, 


The Forlorn Hope. | Land at Last, 
Castaway. 


OGDEN, SMALE AND CO, LIMITED, PRINTERS, GREAT SAFFRON HILL, E.C, 
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